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By  Irene  Murray 


ONCE  there  was  a  country  that 
lay  like  a  green  velvet  isle  afloat 
in  a  white-capped  blue  sea.  There 
were  green-clothed  prairies  of  rich 
black  soil  and  rolling  hills  dotted 
with  crystal  pure  lakes  and  lined 
with  rivers  flowing  toward  the  ocean 
—  all  surrounded  with  wide  beaches 
of  sand  sun-bleached  to  pale  beige 
and  fine  as  sugar.  It  was  a  good 
country. 

One  day  a  boatload  of  families 
and  single  adults  dropped  anchor  on 
the  east  coast  and  their  leader  said: 
"Let  us  build  a  country  here."  And 
all  the  people  agreed.  So  they  began. 
More  and  more  people  came  and 
they  moved  across  the  island  to  the 
west,  to  the  north,  and  to  the  south 
building  farms,  towns,   and  cities. 


They  faced  many  and  serious  prob- 
lems but  they  were  strong  and  fear- 
less because  of  faith  in  their  God 
whom  they  worshiped  and  whom 
they  had  brought  with  them. 

As  they  multiplied  and  spread 
throughout  the  land,  their  wise  men 
saw  that  they  needed  a  government 
and  said:  "Let  us  create  a  govern- 
ment on  the  belief  that  as  each  per- 
son is  loved  jf  God  and  loves  God, 
he  will  love  his  friend  as  himself." 
And  the  people  agreed.  And  they 
were  blessed. 

One  day  they  elected  a  leader  who 


wanted  all  the  people  to  love  him. 
So  he  appointed  a  committee  of  great 
men  to  see  what  could  be  done  for 
the  people  that  had  not  been  done 
for  them. 


The  committee  reported  that  if  the 
people  worked  less  hours  there  would 
be  more  jobs  for  the  growing  popu- 
lation, and  the  people  would  have 
more  leisure  to  enjoy  life.  This 
sounded  good,  so  the  leader  said: 
"Let  us  cut  the  work  week  in  half." 
And  the  people  agreed.  And  it  was 
done. 

So  they  built  more  schools  to  train 
more  people  for  the  jobs;  then  they 
built  more  parks  and  recreation  cen- 
ters so  that  the  people  might  enjoy 
their  happy  hours.  And  everyone 
thought  it  was  good  because  the  peo- 
ple were  more  educated  and  more 
healthy. 

But  something  strange  had  hap- 
pened. Though  they  had  faced  hard- 
ships, danger,  heartaches,  discour- 
agement, and  hard  work  and  had 
worked  together,  they  found  that 
now  they  had  split  into  small  groups 
trying  to  take  advantage  of  one  an- 
other. And  each  group  went  to  the 
Leader  to  get  him  to  prefer  their 
group  to  all  other  groups.  And  so 
they  set  up  a  House  of  Little  Leaders 
to  help  the  Big  Leader  decide  the 
rights  of  each  group. 

There  were  many  studies  and 
many  reports.  The  people  asked  for 
many  things  — better  houses,  better 
transportation,  better  jobs,  better 
education.  The  list  grew  longer.  And 
the  Big  Leader  and  the  House  of  Lit- 
tle Leaders  tried  to  pass  laws  based 
on  each  report:  building  low  cost 
housing  for  the  poor,  subsidizing  the 
farmer,  subsidizing  the  small  busi- 
nessman, building  a  rapid  transit 
system — And  it  seemed  good  to 
them  —  as  if  Paradise  were  very  near. 

But  the  people  became  more  dis- 


satisfied as  it  always  seemed  that 
another  group  was  preferred  to  their 
own.  So  they  grew  to  hate  each  other, 
and  began  doing  violence  to  one  an- 
other. And  it  was  not  good. 

So  they  elected  another  Big  Leader 
and  many  Little  Leaders  and  they 
passed  laws  declaring  that  every 
man  was  equal  to  every  other  man 
and  every  woman  was  equal  to  every 
other  woman.  They  passed  laws  to 
tax  all  employees  who  made  more 
money  to  help  those  who  made  less 
money.  Finally,  they  passed  a  law 
that  they  should  love  each  other  and 
not  treat  each  other  disrespectfully. 
And  all  the  people  thought,  Surely 
this  will  make  it  a  good  land. 

But  the  people  continued  to  hate 
one  another  and  sought  to  exploit 
each  other.  The  rich  men  found  ways 
of  not  paying  taxes  so  the  burden 
of  taxation  fell  heaviest  on  those 
whose  taxes  were  taken  before  they 
received  their  wages.  The  poor  en- 
vied the  rich.  The  worker  hated  the 
nonworker,  and  the  nonworker  en- 
vied the  workers.  The  youth  defied 
the  older  people  and  the  older  peo- 
ple were  dismayed  at  the  younger 
people. 

They  passed  laws  that  everyone 
must  go  to  school  and  learn;  every 
healthy  person  must  work;  every 
worker  must  do  his  work  efficiently. 

But  some  Little  Leaders  said: 
"You  cannot  force  a  man  to  work." 
Others  said:  "You  cannot  imprison 
a  man  for  stealing  that  which  he 
needs."  And  still  others  said:  "You 
cannot  reward  the  inefficient  as  well 
as  the  efficient."  And  yet  others 
said:  "A  man  should  be  rewarded  ac- 
cording to  his  need,  not  his  ability." 


€ 


^^■> 


Then  they  passed  laws  saying  that 
there  should  be  open  discussion 
among  all  people  throughout  the 
land  so  that  everyone  could  say  what 
he  thought  was  wrong  and  how  the 
country  could  be  made  better.  So  the 
dissension  grew,  and  things  got 
worse  because  everyone  talked  and 
no  one  listened  and  misunderstand- 
ings and  hatred  grew  among  the 
people. 

ONE  afternoon  in  December  the 
Big  Leader  walked  on  the  bal- 
cony of  the  pink  marble  palace  and 
said:  "What  is  wrong?  I  am  sad  to 
see  my  country  so  torn."  And  he 
called  the  Little  Leaders  together. 
And  he  said:  "You  are  troubled.  I  am 
troubled.  We  must  find  out  what  is 
wrong  before  our  country  is  com- 
pletely destroyed." 

It  was  suggested  that  he  appoint 
a  committee  to  study  the  situation 
because  there  were  so  many  differ- 
ent ideas  as  to  what  was  wrong.  So 
he  appointed  still  another  commit- 
tee from  the  House  of  Little  Leaders. 

A  few  weeks  later  he  was  again 
walking  on  his  balcony  and  he 
looked  down  upon  people  carrying 
signs  as  they  marched  in  the  big 
square  in  front  of  the  palace. 
"PEACE!"  "KILL  THE  BIG  LEAD- 
ER!" "DISBAND  THE  ARMY!" 
"ABOLISH  ALL  GRADES  IN 
SCHOOL!"  "BETTER  HOUSES 
FOR  ALL!"  "BETTER  PENSIONS!" 
"BETTER  FOOD  FOR  THE  POOR!" 
"A  CAR  FOR  EVERY  MAN!" 
"PEACE!"  The  list  seemed  endless, 
and  there  was  no  peace. 

He  walked  forward  and  meditated, 
"We've  had  committee  after  com- 


mittee to  discover  what  is  wrong. 
And  we've  tried  to  implement  every 
suggestion.  Our  government  is  still 
imperfect,  but  man  himself  is  im- 
perfect." He  leaned  over  the  balcony 
and  watched  a  small  boy  snatch  a 
woman's  handbag  and  run  among 
the  sign-carriers.  The  woman 
screamed  and  a  palace  guard  ran 
after  the  little  boy  but  some  of  the 
sign-bearers  hit  him  on  the  head 
with  their  placards  until  he  fell  in 
the  middle  of  them.  And  they  formed 
a  circle  and  danced  around  him 
shouting. 

A  shrill  whistle  blew  and  twenty 
guards  rushed  out  of  the  gates,  and 
the  placard-bearers  retreated  again 
to  the  square. 

"Maybe  we've  been  going  in  the 
wrong  direction,"  he  said  to  himself. 
"All  things  we  have  tried  to  do 
have  seemed  good..."  He  walked 
backward.  "But  it  is  never  enough," 
he  said  sadly,  "never,  never  enough." 
And  he  stepped  inside  his  office  and 
went  to  the  desk  and  called  the 
Leader  of  the  Little  Leaders.  "How 
is  the  report  coming?"  he  asked. 
"Things  are  getting  worse..." 

The  Leader  of  the  Little  Leaders 
sounded  discouraged,  too.  "The  more 
we  dig  into  this,  the  more  terrible  it 
becomes.  I'm  not  sure  there  is  an 
answer..." 

The  Big  Leader  hung  up  the  tele- 
phone and  dropped  into  a  chair;  his 
chin  was  sunk  low  on  his  breast.  No 
answer,  no  answer,  no  answer,  his 
mind  kept  repeating.  He  slapped 
his  hands  together.  There  must  be 
an  answer!  There  has  to  be!  But  he 
could  only  hear  the  hiss  of  wood 
burning  in  his  fireplace  and  see  the 


dancing  red-orange  flames  and  in 
the  distance  he  heard  the  people 
chanting  that  he  was  a  man  with  no 
heart. 

His  secretary  knocked  softly  and 
came  in  timidly.  When  she  saw  how 
dejected  he  was,  she  pitied  him.  "A 
lady  is  here  to  see  you,  sir,"  she  said. 

He  began  to  shake  his  head,  but  a 
sweet-faced,  white-haired  lady  ap- 
peared in  the  doorway.  She  was 
dressed  very  simply. 

"Grandmama!"  he  cried  recogniz- 
ing her  and  rushing  to  her.  "What 
brings  you  here?"  And  he  kissed  her 
warmly  on  each  cheek.  "I'm  glad  to 
see  you!" 


insistent  that  he  gave  orders  that 
the  great  Silver  Bird  be  brought  im- 
mediately and  told  his  assistant  that 
he  would  be  back  in  time  for  the  ball. 

THEY  flew  through  the  black  vel- 
vet, diamond-sparkling  night 
and  an  hour  later  they  were  in  a 
world  of  pure  white  — white-blan- 
keted land,  white-covered  trees, 
white  houses  lighted  with  millions 
of  green  and  red  lights.  He  caught 
his  breath.  It  was  an  exquisite  fairy- 
land. And  he  felt  a  little  happier  as 
he  stepped  out  of  the  great  Silver 
Bird.  He  helped  his  grandmama 
down  and  he  heard  joyous  music  and 


No  answer,  no  answer,  no  answer,  his  mind  kept 
repeating . . . 


"I  have  been  sent  to  you,"  she  said. 

"Fine,"  he  answered.  "I'll  have  a 
room  prepared  for  you  at  once.  You 
must  be  tired." 

"I  cannot  stay.  I  have  been  sent 
to  take  you  from  here." 

"But  I  have  a  big  ball  tonight.  It's 
tiresome,  but  we  are  celebrating 
one  of  our  great  holidays." 

"What  holiday?" 

"Tomorrow  —  December  25.  You 
know,  it's  always  been  a  holiday..." 

"Yes,  I  know."  Her  voice  was  sad. 
"You  have  not  much  time.  Order 
your  Silver  Bird  and  I  will  tell  the 
pilot  where  to  take  us . . ." 

"Can't  it  be  tomorrow?"  he  pleaded. 
"After  tonight  I'm  going  away  for  a 
while..." 

But  she  was  so  sweet  and  yet  so 


his  heart  lifted.  He  thought  he 
should  know  the  music  and  the 
tunes  haunted  him. 

Then   he   saw  crowds   of  people 
walking  along  the  snow-covered 
streets  singing.  He  and  his  grand- 
mother followed  them  to  a  spire-  I 
topped  building  on  the  hill  where  all  I 
the  men,  women,  and  children  of  the 
village  were  entering  and  sitting  in 
neat  rows.  It  seemed  vaguely  famil- 
iar. Their  faces  were  radiant  with  a 
happiness   he  hadn't  seen  on  any 
faces  for  a  long  time.  In  his  heart  he  | 
envied  them  and  said  to  himself,  I  j 
am  the  Big  Leader  of  the  country. 
I  have  power  to  do  anything.  Yet  the 
smallest  child  here  is  happier  than  I. 

Grandmama  indicated  he  should 
sit  near  the  back.  So  he  sat  down. 


Do  they  not  know  I  am  the  Big  Lead- 
er? he  wondered.  For  he  thought 
everyone  in  the  country  —  even  in 
the  whole  world  —  knew  who  he 
was. 

They  sang  happy  songs  and  to  his 
surprise  he  remembered  some  of 
them  from  his  long-ago  childhood 
and  he  sang  with  them.  Then  a  man 
who  looked  like  himself —only  much 
different  —  arose  and  read  a  story. 
It  was  about  people  who  had  come 
to  this  country  long  ago  and  had 
brought  their  faith  in  God  which 
had  sustained  them  through  all  the 
hard  and  lonely  years.  And  so  each 
December  25  they  remembered 
that  as  God  had  come  with  their  an- 
cestors he  was  now  with  them.  And 
they  praised  and  thanked  him. 

As  they  went  out  the  organ  pealed 
joyously,  "Joy  to  the  world!  Our  God 
is  with  us!"  And  the  people  sang 
happily. 

They  went  to  the  house  of  the  man 
who  looked  like  him.  And  the  small 
boy  and  girl  were  put  to  bed  though 
they  didn't  want  to  go,  for  it  was  a 
magic-touched  night  when  no  one 
wanted  to  sleep.  And  he  thought, 
Surely  they  will  tell  the  children 
who  I  am. 

But  the  man  looked  at  him  with  a 
smile  and  said,  "Don't  you  remem- 
ber? I  am  your  brother." 

The  Big  Leader  nodded:  "We  are 
all  brothers.  It  is  the  law." 

The  man  smiled  gently  with  a 
touch  of  sadness.  "You  are  my  own 
brother,"  he  said.  "You  and  I  lived 
in  this  valley  with  Grandmama.  You 
went  away  a  long  time  ago ..." 

The  Leader  sighed.  "It  was  a  long 
time  ago.  I  was  happy  here,  I  re- 


member. Now  I  am  very  unhappy.  I 
am  the  Big  Leader  of  the  People,  but 
my  heart  is  heavy  for  we  are  all  in- 
fected with  a  sickness ..." 

"That  is  why  I  came  to  you," 
Grandmama  said  as  if  she'd  been 
waiting  for  these  very  words.  "All 
these  years  your  brother  and  I  and 
the  people  of  the  village  have 
thought  of  you." 

"What  is  the  difference?"  he  asked. 
'There  is  love,  joy,  contentment 
here..." 

"It  is  Christmas,"  said  his  brother. 
"But  we  try  to  keep  Christmas  in 
our  hearts  all  year.  All  men  are 
brothers.  But  only  as  they  love  God 
will  they  love  each  other." 

"We  have  forgotten.  We  celebrate 
the  day  but  we've  forgotten  why." 
He  sat  by  the  fire  feeling  warm  and 
happy.  He  looked  at  the  tree  glitter- 
ing with  small  lights  and  smelling 
of  the  cleanness  of  the  white  forest. 
The  tree  seemed  glad  to  be  a  tree, 
and  it  lit  the  darkness  of  the  room 
with  a  mystic  radiance. 

"I  shall  stay  here,"  he  said.  "There 
are  those  who  want  to  kill  me.  Did 
you  know?  Is  that  why  you  came?" 

Grandmama  shook  her  white 
head.  "You  could  have  stayed,  per- 
haps. But  it  was  not  your  destiny. 
Now  you  must  go  back.  You  must 
return  with  the  message." 

"The  message?" 

"Did  you  not  ask  for  an  answer?" 

"We  must  have  an  answer.  With- 
out it,  our  country  will  surely  die." 

She  sighed.  "It  is  so  simple  — and 
yet— so  very  difficult—" 

"What  is  it?" 

"As  your  brother  said,  God  loves 
all  men.  He  seeks  all  men.  But  only 
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as  men  love  him  will  they  love  each 
other." 

"And  how  do  they  do  that?" 

"They  must  be  willing  to  live  as 
God  commands  them." 

He  was  thoughtful.  "And  will  they 
accept  that  message?" 

"I  do  not  know,"  she  said.  "But 
you  must  deliver  it.  Do  you  not  re- 
member the  story  of  the  child  — the 
very  expression  of  God's  love  to  us?" 

"Already  some  of  them  want  to 
kill  me.  Maybe  they  will.  But  I  will 
deliver  the  message,  I  promise." 

WHEN  he  returned  to  his  palace, 
he  saw  that  things  were  no  dif- 
ferent. People  were  arriving  in  sleek 
limousines  for  the  Great  Ball.  And 
the  people  carrying  the  signs  were 
still  in  the  square.  He  felt  very  alone. 
If  only  I  had  taken  someone  with  me, 
he  thought.  If  only  I'd  brought  back 
my  brother ...  They  will  think  me 
very  foolish. 

When  the  people  had  assembled  at 
the  Great  Ball  and  were  awaiting 
his  arrival,  he  commanded  that  the 
guards  go  out  and  invite  all  the  peo- 
ple in  the  square  to  come  in,  too. 

He  stood  on  the  great  stairway 
above  them  and  the  guards  trem- 
bled fearing  that  the  Big  Leader 
would  now  be  killed.  He  stood  there 
in  silence  and  then  he  lifted  his  face 
and  the  people  saw  that  something 
had  happened.  There  were  tears  in 
his  eyes,  but  his  face  was  radiant. 
Very  simply  he  told  them  that  they 
had  been  invited  to  a  Great  Ball  and 
they  had  come  dressed  in  their  fin- 
ery to  celebrate  but  probably  few  of 
them  remembered  what  they  were 
celebrating. 


He  talked  about  the  people  who 
had  first  settled  in  this  country  and 
had  spread  throughout  the  land. 
They  had  faced  many  hardships  but 
with  faith  in  God  and  love  for  each 
other  they  had  built  a  country  — a 
haven  for  the  poor,  a  hospital  for  the 
sick,  a  country  where  people  had 
never  enjoyed  greater  freedom,  yet 
were  so  unhappy,  so  purposeless,  so 
full  of  hate  for  one  another. 

And  the  people  looked  at  one  an- 
other and  wondered  how  their  Big 
Leader  dare  say  such  things  to  them. 
Did  they  not  all  pay  heavy  taxes  to 
help  others?  And  did  not  those  they 
helped  still  hate  them?  And  the  pro- 
testors murmured  it  would  all  be  so 
simple  if  only  the  Big  Leader  would 
do  the  things  they  wanted. 

"Now  we  are  about  to  destroy  this 
country  because  it  is  not  as  each  of 
us  thinks  it  should  be.  I  have  learned 
that  we  cannot  do  things  through 
force.  There  is  not  enough  force  in 
the  world  to  make  people  do  good 
things  which  they  do  not  want  to  do. 
A  man  must  be  free  to  choose.  And  a 
man  must  freely  choose ..."  And  he 
told  them  about  his  birth-village 
which  he  had  visited  this  very  night 
and  where  he  had  learned  the  Great 
Truth. 

"I  was  chosen  your  Big  Leader.  I 
love  this  country.  I  do  not  want  to 
see  it  destroyed.  I  love  you,  my  fel- 
low citizens.  And  I  do  not  want  to 
see  you  destroyed.  Rather  I  want  us 
to  be  a  great  nation.  I  have  made 
mistakes  and  I  ask  each  of  you  to 
forgive  me.  And  I  am  willing  to  re- 
sign that  another  Big  Leader  may 
be  selected  to  help  you  as  I  have  not 
done..." 
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He  stood  for  a  long  moment  look- 
ing at  them.  He  seemed  so  alone  in 
the  center  of  the  great  staircase.  "I 
am  not  important,"  he  said,  "but 
each  one  of  you  is  needed  to  build  a 
good  country." 

He  paused  again.  "I  know  that  the 
most  important  thing  in  the  world 
is  that  God  loves  each  one  of  us,  and 


we  must  love  him  and  then  we  will 
love  — not  hate  — each  other.  That  is 
the  message  I  was  told  to  give  you. 
And  that  is  what  will  make  our 
country  great." 

He  raised  his  arms  as  if  blessing 
them,  and  then  dropped  them  slowly. 
"The  fate  of  your  country  depends 
upon  you."  ■  ■ 


AN  IMPORTANT  ANNOUNCEMENT 

For  twelve  years  we  have  fought  inflationary  trends  and 
have  held  the  price  of  THE  LINK  at  15  cents  per  copy  (for  mili- 
tary personnel).  Unfortunately,  recent  hikes  in  the  cost  of  print- 
ing, handling  and  mailing  have  made  it  necessary  for  us  to  raise 
the  price  of  THE  LINK  5  cents  per  copy.  Instead  of  15  cents,  be- 
ginning with  January  1971  the  military  rate  will  be  20  cents. 
Individual  subscriptions  will  be  $3.50  per  year.  And  prices  to 
churches  in  lots  of  10  or  more  mailed  to  one  address  will  be  $3.00 
per  year. 

We  are  grateful  for  your  wonderful  support  over  the  years 
as  THE  LINK  has  climbed  in  circulation.  Help  us  to  keep  it 
climbing.  Your  letters  and  your  prayers  have  meant  much  to  us. 

We  believe  that  THE  LINK  is  still  the  best  buy  on  the 
market  for  any  magazine  —  secular  or  religious  — at  20  cents.  So 
keep  your  orders  up  and  keep  reading! 

-THE  EDITORS 
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Conditions  of  Qhristmas 


By  G.  Curtis  Jones 


A  MAJOR  difficulty  for  many  is  to 
choose  which  Christmas  to  com- 
memorate. In  America  we  observe 
several. 

One  of  our  Christmases  is  the 
year-end  merchandising  extrava- 
ganza. Frequently  Christmas  sales 
determine  the  color  of  the  ledger  ink. 

Another  modern  Christmas  is  the 
festival  of  friendship.  Christmas  af- 
fords a  convenient  time  to  do  a  little 
serious  maintenance  of  personal  con- 
tacts, relationships,  some  of  which, 
of  course,  are  slanted  toward  future 
potentials  and  promotion.  It  is  often 
the  time  of  the  annual  greeting,  not 
the  monthly,  weekly,  or  daily 
concern. 

Another  is  the  Christmas  of  accel- 
erated conviviality.  It  was  more  than 
a  bad  night's  rest  that  prompted 
Aldous  Huxley  to  have  a  character 


comment  in  The  Genius  and  the 

Goddess,  "Drive  carefully This  is 

a  Christian  country  and  it's  the  Sav- 
ior's birthday.  Practically  everyone 
you  see  will  be  drunk." 

Then  there  is  the  Christmas  of 
homecoming,  family  reunions,  the 
strengthening  of  ties  and  expressions 
of  love.  And  this  is  as  it  should  be. 

Finally  there  is  the  Christmas  of 
recognition  and  reaffirmation  of 
God's  gift  of  love;  a  time  of  serious 
and  grateful  review  of  the  mighty 
acts  of  God;  a  time  to  demonstrate 
Christian  concern  and  joy. 

The  Christmas  season  should  re- 
mind us  that  Jesus  Christ  is  God's 
authentic  and  complete  model  of 
humanity.  He  is  the  Promise  that 
became  personality;  the  Word  that 
became  flesh;  the  Revelation  of  con- 
tagious truth. 


Mr.  Jones  is  the  Minister  of  the  Woodland  Christian  Church,  1909 
Woodland  Drive,  Macon,  Georgia  31201 
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Like  our  contemporaries,  most  of 
us  are  searching  for  a  hero  who  will 
guide  us  through  the  wastelands  of 
modern  society  to  an  acceptable 
identity.  We  are  looking  for  an  ex- 
istential Messiah  who  will  lead  us 
off  the  merry-go-round  to  the  rugged 
though  satisfying  realism  of  life. 

A  colleague  has  recently  written 
that  we  are  living  between  two  Ad- 
vents: James  Bond  and  Jesus  Christ. 
James  Bond,  you  may  remember, 
was  the  creation  of  the  late  Ian 
Fleming.  The  forty-three-year-old 
bachelor  had  ten  weeks  left  of  free- 
dom before  marriage.  He  began  the 
popular  creation  to  ease  the  shock 
and  quite  unexpectedly  moved  into 
the  gold  fields  of  modern  America. 
His  cold  war  Messiah  spread  good 
news  through  movies,  serials,  "I 
Spy"  and  "007"  productions  and  nov- 
els. Fleming's  novels  have  been 
translated  into  ten  languages  and 
have  sold  at  least  45  million  copies. 
James  Bond  also  moved  into  the  field 
of  male  clothing. 

Modern  man  is  looking  for  a  Mes- 
siah. Will  the  model  presented  by 
Fleming  survive?  Emerson  warned: 
"Every  hero  becomes  a  bore  at  last." 

Shortly  before  Mr.  Fleming's  death 
he  was  asked  what  it  was  like  to  be 
famous.  In  a  rather  pensive  mood  he 
replied,  "Well... I  suppose  it  was  all 
right  for  a  bit  — nice  being  known  in 
restaurants. ..but  now,  My  God! 
Ashes,  Old  Boy —just  ashes!"  And  this 
advice  to  his  creation:  "Surround 
yourself  with  human  beings,  my 
dear  James . . .  but  don't  let  down  and 
become  human  yourself.  We  would 
lose  such  a  wonderful  machine." 

From  the  perspective  of  James 


Bond,  Jesus  Christ  committed  the 
mistake  of  becoming  human.  Where- 
as Bond  never  really  existed  except 
in  imagination,  small  comforts  and 
large  profits.  Jesus  was  and  con- 
tinues to  be  at  the  center  and  pur- 
pose of  history.  "And  the  Word  be- 
came flesh  and  dwelt  among  us,  full 
of  grace  and  truth — "  (John  1:14) 

A  Sense  of  Wonder 

A  continuing  condition  of  Christ- 
mas is  the  acquisition  and  mainte- 
nance of  sense  of  awe.  As  children 
we  rejoiced  in  surprises  and  reacted 
enthusiastically  to  starry  skies.  At 
an  early  age  many  of  us  learned  the 
jingle  "Twinkle,  twinkle  little  star; 
how  I  wonder  what  you  are."  A  child 
is  easily  lost  in  the  wonder  and 
beauty  of  nature,  machines,  animals 
and  people. 

The  great  naturalist,  Charles  Wil- 
liam Beebe,  recorded  some  of  his  ex- 
periences with  Colonel  Theodore 
Roosevelt.  Sometimes  at  night  they 
would  view  the  heavens  together, 
identify  stars  and  galaxies,  some 
750,000  light  years  away.  After  feed- 
ing on  the  majestic  skies  for  a  while, 
Roosevelt  would  say,  "Now  I  think 
we  are  small  enough.  Let's  go  to 
bed."  The  conversation  is  reminis- 
cent of  the  psalmist:  "This  is  the 
Lord's  doing;  it  is  marvelous  in  our 
eyes"  (118:23). 

Albert  Einstein  said,  "The  most 
beautiful  thing  we  can  experience  is 
the  mysterious."  This  is  not  a  philos- 
opher or  a  preacher  talking,  but  a 
scientist!  There  is  grave  danger  that 
we  may  lose  our  sense  of  wonder  to- 
day. We  are  almost  afraid  to  indulge 
in  emotion.  We  are  taught  that 
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things  of  significance  can  be  seen, 
touched,  proved,  weighed,  and  pur- 
chased. We  demand  logical  explana- 
tions for  everything.  We  are  asked 
to  prove  the  validity  of  the  church, 
one's  faith.  Like  Gertrude  Stein,  we, 
too,  say:  "A  rose  is  a  rose  is  a  rose." 
She  looked  upon  a  rose  with  a  cold, 
objective  mind  and  missed  the  beau- 
ty, wonder,  fragrance,  and  magnifi- 
cense  of  this  manifestation  of  God. 
Christopher  Morley  shares  an  ex- 
perience with  a  playwright: 

I  went  to  the  theatre 

With  the  author  of  a  successful  play. 

He  insisted  on  explaining  everything. 

He  told  me  to  watch 

The  details  of  direction, 

The  errors  of  the  property  man, 

The  foibles  of  all  the  stars. 

He  anticipated  all  my  surprise. 

And  ruined  the  evening. 

Never  again!  And  mark  you 

The  greatest  author  of  all 

Made  no  such  mistake.1 

Young  Dr.  Luke,  in  writing  his 
Gospel,  catches  up  the  ancient  sense 
of  awe:  "All  who  heard... wondered 
at  what  the  shepherds  told  them" 
(Luke  2:18) 

The  shepherds  were  not  the  only 
ones  surprised.  Priests,  Herod,  vis- 
itors to  Bethlehem,  owners  of  the  inn 
were  all  perplexed.  Many  of  us  won- 
der why  they  behaved  as  they  did. 
We  continue  to  ask:  "Why  did  you  do 
it  this  way,  God?"  "Why  did  you  re- 
veal yourself  in  the  form  of  a  help- 
less babe?"  "Why  did  you  pick,  of  all 


places,  far  away  and  remote  Bethle- 
hem?" "And  why  on  a  warm  day  in  a 
caravansary  with  weary,  sweaty 
beasts,  dung,  flies,  and  dust  for  your 
son  to  be  born?"  "And  why,  God,  did 
you  have  to  make  him  a  Jew?" 

Christmas  confirms  glad  sur- 
prises. 

Stranger  still,  God  should  expect 
the  likes  of  you  and  me  to  herald  the 
good  news  of  Bethlehem. 

Stimulation  of  Hope 

Another  condition  of  Christmas 
is  the  stimulation  of  hope.  Hope  is 
the  fuel  of  faith,  the  vitamin  of  vital- 
ity. From  time  immemorial  man  has 
lived  by  hope.  He  has  longed  for  a 
better  day,  better  health,  fortune, 
independence,  happiness.  Theolog- 
ians are  now  reminding  us  that  the 
heart  of  the  gospel  is  hope. 

Every  known  civilization  and  re- 
ligion has  its  version  of  the  episode 
known  as  "the  flood."  Apparently 
this  story  has  persisted  because  of 
its  profound  moral  and  spiritual  im- 
plications. It  has  evidently  convinced 
man  that  destruction,  darkness, 
thunder  are  not  God's  final  words. 
As  the  late  Joseph  Sizoo  once  said, 
"Floods  are  affairs  of  earth  but  rain- 
bows are  from  heaven." 

Man  continues  to  grope.  Days  of 
swift  change  engulf  the  world.  Dark- 
ness and  fear  envelop  millions  of 
God's  children.  With  the  ancient 
voice  we  ask,  "Watchman,  what  of 
the  night?"  He  replies:  "Morning 
comes...."  (Isaiah  21:11, i2). 


xTne  Questing  Spirit,  Religion  In  The  Literature  Of  Our  Time.  Selected  and 
Edited  by  Halford  E.  Luccock  and  Frances  Brentano  (Coward-McCann,  Inc., 
New  York,  1947).  "No  Coaching"  by  Christopher  Morley,  p.  418. 
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As  Noah  was  promised  that  a  bow 
would  be  in  the  cloud,  so  great  peri- 
ods of  advance  in  history  have  not 
been  those  wherein  individuals  were 
comfortable  and  all  had  the  an- 
swers, but  rather,  as  Toynbee  re- 
minds us,  in  periods  of  great  stress 
man's  genius  and  faith  have 
emerged. 

Robert  Penn  Warren  in  Brother 
To  Dragons  has  Thomas  Jefferson 
say:  "I  think  I  begin  to  see  the  forg- 
ing of  the  future.  It  will  be  forged  be- 
neath the  hammer  of  truth  on  the 
anvil  of  anguish."  This,  too,  is  hope! 

Writing  in  the  November  29, 1967 
issue  of  The  Christian  Century,  Pro- 
fessor Leon  J.  Putnam  discusses 
"What  Hope  For  Hope?"  Interesting- 
ly enough,  one  of  Dr.  Tillich's  last 
sermons  was  entitled  "The  Right  To 
Hope."  Dr.  Putnam  warns  that  hope 
is  not  to  be  identified  with  rash  opti- 
mism. We  are  not  talking  about 
magic  but  realistic  hope.  He  says: 
"The  real  test  of  hope  is  its  ability  to 
endure  in  the  presence  of  one  who 
is  hopeless,  for  genuine  hope  must, 
of  necessity,  be  humble  and  self- 
less." He  continues:  "Hope,  after  all, 
is  that  which  infuses  and  informs 
our  being  and  makes  us  kin  to  all 
men." 

Christmas  reminds  us  of  God's 
perennial  rainbow  in  the  sky,  his 
gift  of  hope  in  Jesus  Christ. 

Live  in  Love 

A  third  condition  of  Christmas  is 
that  we  live  in  love.  "God  so  loved 
the  world  that  he  gave ..." 

Love  came  down  at  Christmastime 
Love  all  lovely,  love  divine, 
Love  came  down  at  Christmastime 
Star  and  angels  gave  the  sign! 


Our  world  needs  to  reexamine  the 
implications  and  possibilities  of  love. 
We,  who  are  so  conditioned  to  ex- 
ploitation, conniving,  pressure,  need 
to  realize  and  experience  the  warmth 
and  therapy  of  glorious  love. 

As  we  turn  from  the  shopping  spe- 
cials of  the  week  to  the  Scriptures, 
we  discover  God  made  His  Christ- 
mas preparations  early  and  with  ut- 
most care.  Prophets  and  seers  across 
the  centuries  communicated  direct- 
ing love.  This  is  particularly  true 
in  the  Gospels. 

In  typical  Jewish  fashion,  Matthew 
begins  his  story  of  God's  dramatic 
invasion  of  the  universe  by  recapitu- 
lating an  impressive  genealogy.  He 
presupposes  historical  orientation. 
Mark  is  an  existentialist  to  whom 
faith  becomes  truth.  Luke,  a  stimu- 
lating intellectual,  presents  the 
magnificence  of  God's  love  in  Jesus 
Christ  and  sees  and  presents  the 
church  as  the  carrier  of  the  faith 
from  one  generation  to  another.  Al- 
though John  clothes  Jesus  in  mytho- 
logical attire,  there  is,  nevertheless, 
a  deep  sense  of  wonder,  love  and 
praise  in  John's  chronicles. 

There  is  no  conflict  between  the 
Gospels  and  the  gospel  of  reconcil- 
ing love.  Even  as  it  united  a  hetero- 
geneous group  of  frustrated  people 
into  one  body  known  as  the  church, 
so  this  healing  and  controlling  love 
continues  to  direct  the  world. 

One  of  the  most  remarkable  sen- 
tences in  Matthew's  account  of  the 
visit  to  Bethlehem  is:  "And  being 
warned  in  a  dream  not  to  return  to 
Herod,  they  departed  to  their  own 
country  by  another  way"  (2:12).  The 
miracle  which  the  worshipers  wit- 
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nessed  not  only  gladdened  their 
hearts,  but  changed  their  itinerary 
and  their  intentions.  They  could  not 
return  home  the  same  way! 

Legend  has  it  that  a  wealthy  mer- 
chant, having  heard  of  Paul,  trav- 
eled  through  the  Mediterranean 
world  looking  for  the  distinguished 
Pharisee.  Being  fascinated  by  stories 
of  his  life,  he  asked  to  see  him. 
Timothy  arranged  a  visit.  Paul  was 
then  a  prisoner  in  Rome.  Stepping 
inside  the  cell  the  merchant  was  sur- 
prised to  find  a  rather  old  man, 
physically  frail,  but  whose  serenity 
and  magnetism  challenged  the  vis- 
itor. They  talked  for  hours.  Finally 
the  merchant  left  with  Paul's  bless- 
ing. Outside  the  prison  the  con- 
cerned man  inquired:  "What  is  the 


secret  of  this  man's  power?  I  have 
never  seen  anything  like  it  before." 

"Did  you  not  guess?"  replied  Tim- 
othy. "Paul  is  in  love." 

The  merchant  looked  bewildered. 
"In  love?" 

"Yes,"  the  missionary  answered, 
"Paul  is  in  love  with  Jesus  Christ." 
The  merchant  looked  even  more  be- 
wildered. "Is  that  all?" 

Smiling,  Timothy  replied:  "That 
is  everything."2 

Christmas  is  God's  annual  and 
perennial  way  of  saying,  "Yours  in 
love!" 


2This  Is  Living  by  Leonard  Griffith, 
Abingdon  Press,  Nashville-New  York, 
1966,  p.  149. 


A  Beautiful  Record 

Richard  Purvis  at  the  Grace  Cathedral  Organ.  Word  Records, 
Waco,  Texas. 

In  a  bustling  section  of  San  Francisco  stands  Grace  Cathedral. 
And  in  the  Cathedral  is  a  beautiful  organ  built  originally  in  1934  by 
Aeolian  Skinner.  Then  it  was  rebuilt  in  1951  by  G.  Donald  Harrison. 
Fred  Bock  speaks  of  the  difiiculty  of  finding  a  quiet  time  in  this  busy 
church  for  Purvis  to  make  his  recording.  But  at  last  we  have  this 
record  of  nine  pieces:  Fanfare;  Brigg  Fayre;  Los  Petite  Cloches;  Green- 
sleeves;  Thanksgiving;  Nocturne;  Supplication;  Of  Moor  and  Fen;  and 
the  Cuckoo. 

In  commenting  on  Purvis'  organ-playing  Bock  says  his  music  is 
sometimes  scholarly;  sometimes  artistic;  sometimes  romantic. 

If  the  loud,  boisterous  sounds  of  the  world  around  are  making 
you  sick,  I  know  of  no  better  way  to  get  well  than  to  put  a  Purvis' 
record  on  and  lie  down  on  the  couch  and  listen. 

POSTSCRIPT:  "I  don't  want  you  people  to  be  afraid  of  me,"  said  the 
boss  to  his  employees.  "If  you  have  a  complaint,  speak  up,  even  if  it 
costs  you  your  job."  -  Submitted  by  Eva  Kraus. 
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We  visit  Nazareth  in  Northern  Palestine  where  Jesus  lived  through- 
out his  youth.  We  have  lunch  with  the  Mayor  of  Nazareth,  the  Hon. 
M oussa  Kteily  at  the  Grand  New  Hotel. 


(pakAtuuL  (R&vi&LtojcL 


By  Lawrence  P.  Fitzgerald 


EVERY  Christian  dreams  of  some 
day  visiting  the  Holy  Land,  of 
"walking  today  where  Jesus 
walked."  Little  did  I  realize  that  not 
only  once  but  twice  I  was  to  have 
this  privilege.  In  1963  on  a  sab- 
batical my  wife  and  I  spent  a  week 
in  old  Jerusalem  and  its  environs 
in  Jordan;  and  a  week  in  Israel. 


That   was   an  unforgettable   ex- 
perience. 

But  then  early  this  year  came  an 
invitation  to  travel  with  fellow 
journalists  and  spend  ten  days  in 
Israel  —  all  for  the  low  cost  of  $405. 
Here  was  "good  measure,  pressed 
down,  shaken  together,  running 
over"  put  into  my  lap.  How  could  I 
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We  lunch  one  day  at  Kibbutz  Ayelet  Hashahar  guest  house;  and  then 
walk  around  the  grounds.  There  are  233  of  these  kibbutzim  (collective 
villages)  in  Israel  with  populations  ranging  from  60  to  2,000. 


turn  it  down? 

Here  was  a  chance  to  see  the  Holy 
Land  again,  now  under  one  admin- 
istration. Here,  too,  was  an  oppor- 
tunity to  discover  answers  to  some 
of  the  questions  I  had  in  my  own 
mind  about  the  new  nation  of  Israel. 

Our  707  Israeli  jet  with  152  people 
(59  of  these  my  fellow  journalists) 
left  Kennedy  International  Airport 
on  Monday  evening,  January  19.  We 
were  crammed  in  with  little  room 
to  move.  I  sat  next  to  Mr.  and  Mrs. 
Schwartz  of  Pittsburgh  and  the  next 
morning  they  found  a  Bible  verse 
from  the  121st  Psalm  which  de- 
scribed our  experience  the  night 
before: 


He  will  not  let  your  foot  be  moved . . . 
Behold,  he . . .  will  neither  slumber  nor 
sleep . . . 

On  Tuesday  morning  at  9:35  we 
came  down  at  Lod  International  Air- 
port (Tel  Aviv)  where  the  buses  were 
waiting  for  us  to  begin  our  delight- 
ful journey.  Let  me  share  just  a  taste 
of  the  itinerary: 

Driving  through  the  Sharon  Valley 

to  your  hotel  in  Haifa,  atop  Mount 

Carmel. 

Meeting  with  representatives  of  the 

Bahai  faith. 

Depart  Haifa  driving  along  the  bay 

to  Acre,  the  Crusader's  city. 
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Along  the  shore  of  the  Sea  of  Galilee; 
visit  the  Mount  of  Beatitudes. 
Check  in  at  your  hotel  in  Tiberias. 
Lunch  with  the  mayor  of  Nazareth. 
Arrive  St.  George  Hotel,  Jerusalem. 
Visit  Tel  Aviv  and  Jaffa. 
Lunch  at  Journalist  House;  after  din- 
ner view  a  performance  of  Israel  folk- 
lore at  the  Khan. 

General  view  of  Jerusalem  from  the 
Mount  of  Olives. 

Visit  the  old  Jewish  quarter;  ar?d  the 
Garden  Tomb. 

Depart  Jerusalem  driving  along  the 
routes  of  the  Patriarchs  through  He- 
bron to  Masada. 

Visit  agricultural  project  at  Jericho. 
Visit  the  Knesset  (Parliament)  and 
meet  with  members  of  the  Israeli 
legislature. 


Visit  Hebrew  University. 
Farewell   dinner   with   the   Director 
General  of  the  Ministry  of  Tourism. 
Thursday,  January  29,  depart  for  the 
U.S.A.  via  Athens  and  London. 
SHALOM. 

As  we  traveled  along  I  kept  asking 
myself  how  has  Israel  changed? 
What  is  she  like  today? 

Land  to  See 

I  wondered,  how  many  tourists 
like  us  had  come  to  see  Israel?  In 
1968  there  were  430,000  tourists; 
in  1969,  405,000.  Tourism  repre- 
sents an  important  income  for  the 
nation  for  tourists  spend  90  million 
dollars  a  year. 


Mrs.  James  Pike  (left)  and  small  party  visit  the  Holy  Land  to  dedicate 
a  garden  given  to  Jewish  children  in  memory  of  the  late  Bishop  Pike. 


General  view  of  Haifa.  Population  209,900.  Israel's  main  port. 


Tourism  is  such  an  important 
project  that  Israel  has  an  official 
Ministry  of  Tourism.  It  is  busy  en- 
couraging groups  to  come  to  the 
Holy  Land,  to  come  see  Israel. 
Scores  of  religious  groups  from  the 
United  States  and  elsewhere  re- 
spond to  this  invitation  and  arrange 
pilgrimages  to  Palestine. 

I  met  a  minister  from  Virginia 
who  had  won  a  scholarship  that 
brought  him  to  Israel.  And  while  we 
were  there  we  crossed  paths  with  a 
small  group  led  by  Mrs.  Pike,  the 
wife  of  the  late  James  Pike,  who 
were  journeying  in  the  Holy  Land. 
Dr.  Pike  lies  buried  in  that  land 
where  he  lost  his  life. 

Israel  welcomes  outsiders  because 
she  wants  them  to  see  that  she  is 
doing  her  thing.  Visitors  who  see 
the  land  become  warm  friends  of  the 
new  nation. 


Land  on  the  Move 

One  thing  that  impresses  the  visi- 
tor who  comes  to  Israel  again  is  the 
growth  of  the  nation.  The  population 
has  grown;  industry  has  grown;  the 
schools  have  grown;  and  the  total 
income  has  increased. 

How  different  today  is  from  those 
days  back  there  when  Palestine  was 
ruled  by  the  Ottoman  Turks.  The 
Jews  began  to  buy  land  and  there 
were  only  56,700  Jews  in  a  Pales- 
tinian population  of  800,000.  They 
constituted  only  8  percent  of  the 
population  and  they  owned  only  2.5 
percent  of  the  total  land  area.  After 
thirty  years  (1918  to  1948)  the  Jews 
had  become  one-third  of  the  popula- 
tion and  they  now  owned  about  6 
percent  of  the  land. 

Jewish  immigrants  came  from 
Europe,  from  America,  from 
Oceania,  from  Africa,  and  from 
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Asia.  During  Hitler's  persecutions 
immigrants  more  than  doubled. 
Since  1952  an  average  of  40,000 
Jews  a  year  have  entered  Israel. 
Then,  of  course,  there  were  the 
native  born. 

To  be  sure,  there  were  times  when 
incoming  immigrants  stayed  only  a 
short  while.  From  1924  to  1931,  29 
out  of  every  100  immigrants  left 
Israel  after  a  brief  stay.  In  1966  im- 
migration fell  to  an  all-time  low. 
The  leaders  expected  fifty  to  sixty 
thousand;  instead  they  got  fifteen 
thousand. 

Yet  a  scale  of  the  population  shows 
a  steady  rise: 


1948 

879,000 

1951 

1,577,825 

1954 

1,717,814 

1957 

1,975,954 

1961 

2,234,200 

1965 

2,598,500 

1967 

2,773,900 

Street  scene  in  Old  Jerusalem; 
good  spot  for  shopping. 


Street  scene  in  Tel-Aviv-Jaffa,  Israel's  largest  city  with  a  population  of 
388,000,  about  one-seventh  of  the  total  population. 


%  ,:  l 


Pf^|fj% 


The  Wailing  Wall,  the  one  remnant  of  the  Holy  Temple's  western  court- 
yard. 


Land  with  a  Spirit 

Everywhere  I  turned  I  tried  to 
catch  the  mood  of  the  people.  I  de- 
cided it  could  be  summed  up  in  three 
words:  hard  work,  sacrifice,  and  de- 
termination. 

Hard  work  in  factories  where  25 
percent  of  the  Israelis  are  employed. 
They  polish  diamonds  —  Israel  is 
second  only  to  Belgium  as  an  inter- 
national diamond  center.  The  largest 
industry  is  food,  beverage,  and  to- 
bacco manufacturing.  Then  there  is 
the  textile  and  clothing  business; 
chemical  and  petroleum  refining; 
and  a  new  industry  —  electric  and 
electronic  equipment. 

Hard  work  in  the  building  indus- 
try. The  population  has  grown  so 
fast  there  is  a  constant  demand  for 
new  houses.  Since  1948  more  than 
300,000  permanent  dwellings  have 
been  erected. 


Hard  work  in  agriculture  where 
16  percent  of  the  workers  are  lo- 
cated; they  produce  most  of  the  food 
the  nation  requires  —  fruits,  vege- 
tables, dairy  products. 

A  particularly  fascinating  agri- 
culture colony  is  the  kibbutz.  There 
are  233  kibbutzim,  communal  or  col- 
lective villages  ranging  from  60  to 
2,000  persons.  In  these  groups  prop- 
erty is  collectively  owned  and  work 
is  organized  on  a  collective  basis. 

Finally,  hard  work  in  government 
and  public  services  where  23  per- 
cent of  the  Israelis  work. 

The  miscellaneous  category  gets 
the  remainder  who  work  in  science, 
in  teaching,  in  transportation  and 
other  fields. 

Land  with  Problems 

Any  nation  has  problems;  Israel 
surely  has  hers.   But  she  has  a 
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A  view  of  Gordon's  Calvary.  Note  at  top  the  outline  of  a  skull.  Gordon 
claimed  that  this  was  where  Jesus  was  crucified  and  not  the  hill  on 
which  the  Church  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre  is  built. 


spirited  and  energetic  people  and 
solutions  will  be  found. 

One  is  the  problem  of  existence. 
The  Arabs  say  Israel  is  because 
Palestine  is  not.  They  point  out  that 
the  indigenous  majority  of  the  popu- 
lation of  Palestine  was  Arabic  and 
that  this  could  not  be  ceded  away  by 
the  UN  or  anyone  else. 

Another  problem  is  that  of  the 
refugees.  During  the  War  of  1948, 
about  700,000  Arabs  fled  their 
homes  in  Palestine  (some  say  they 
were  encouraged  to  do  so  by  their 
Arab  leaders).  We  should  point  out 
that  more  than  160,000  Arabs  re- 
mained in  Israel.  But  those  who  fled 
have  insisted  on  their  right  to  return 
to  their  homes.  Israel  has  offered  to 
compensate  them,  but  maintains 
that  it  is  international  practice  that 


refugees  from  war  become  absorbed 
into  those  nations  where  they  flee. 

Meanwhile  as  the  debate  goes  on 
the  refugees  multiply.  It  is  estimated 
that  now  there  are  1,376,000  of 
them.  Unfortunately,  the  refugees 
have  become  a  football,  a  pawn 
among  the  nations.  They  are  a  part 
of  the  homeless  of  the  world.  Elfan 
Rees  of  the  World  Council  of 
Churches  has  called  this  "the  cen- 
tury of  the  homeless  man." 

Israel  points  out  that  she  has  re- 
settled thousands  of  Arabs.  The  UN 
has  given  money  and  counsel.  The 
refugees  are  bitter,  yet  the  most 
enterprising  of  them  have  succeeded 
in  integrating  themselves  and  their 
families  into  various  Arab  countries. 

In  the  Jordan  Valley  I  saw  many 
adobe  houses  (refugee  homes)  that 
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were  uninhabited  now  —  a  fact  that 
bears  out  the  claim  that  refugees  are 
beginning  to  find  their  place  in  the 
world  around  them. 

Without  doubt  the  Arabs  who 
stayed  behind  and  have  integrated 
into  Israel  have  the  best  of  it.  They 
participate  in  government;  e.g.  the 
mayor  of  Nazareth.  The  Arab  work- 
men are  better  paid.  90  percent  of 
the  boys  and  70  percent  of  the  girls 
attend  public  schools.  Health  stand- 
ards have  improved.  The  death  rate 
for  Arab  babies  has  dropped  from  67 
out  of  1,000  in  1948  to  39  per  1,000 
in  1968. 

Land  with  a  Future 

"Israel  is  a  nation  with  a  rich  past, 
a  busy  present,  and  an  unknown  but 
hopeful  future"  (Israel:  The  Prom- 
ised Land). 

While  war  is  going  on  along  the 
borders  of  Israel  (August,  1970),  in 
the  interior  of  this  new  country  one 
hears  the  roar  of  the  bulldozers,  the 
rattle  of  the  cement  mixers,  the  wail 
of  the  ships'  sirens,  the  thunder  of 


jet  planes,  the  growl  of  tractors.  Life 
is  going  on.  Jewish  leaders  aim  to 
build  a  strong  Israel,  a  land  for  their 
people  and  for  future  generations. 
Scientists  are  at  work  in  their  white 
coats  and  modern  laboratories. 
Teachers  are  busy  extending  the 
boundaries  of  knowledge. 

One  of  the  things  that  impressed 
me  most  about  Israel  was  the  love 
and  desire  and  determination  of  the 
people  to  gain  knowledge.  The 
world's  largest  Jewish  institution  of 
learning  is  located  in  Jerusalem  — 
the  Hebrew  University  with  its  four 
campuses  and  15,000  students  from 
all  over  the  world.  It  is  interesting 
to  discover  that  10  percent  of  these 
students  are  Arabs.  There  are  1,000 
Americans  attending  Hebrew  Uni- 
versity. 

But  the  big  question  facing  Israel 
and  the  Arab  world  is:  Can  we  learn 
to  live  together  in  peace?  As  usual, 
in  any  conflict,  there  is  something 
to  be  said  on  both  sides. 

On  the  Arab  side,  it  is  true  that 
the  Arabs  are  descendants  of  the 


The  buses  we  traveled  in.  A  stop  for  a  coffee  break  at  the  newly  built 
city  of  Arad  on  the  way  to  Masada. 


up 


Climbing  the  hill  to  Masada.  At  the  top  are  the  remains  of  the  construc- 
tions of  Masada's  last  defenders  during  the  Great  Revolt  (73  A.D.). 
The  last  words  of  El  'Azar's  Oration  were:  "Let  us  die  unenslaved  by 
our  enemies,  and  leave  this  world  as  free  men  in  company  with  our 
wives  and  children." 


indigenous  inhabitants  of  that  coun- 
try. From  the  7th  century  to  the 
1930s  Palestine  was  90  percent 
Arabic.  It  is  also  true  that  they  did 
not  willingly  relinquish  the  land 
which  they  considered  their  own. 

But  there  is  also  a  case  for  the 
Jews.  Who  arrived  first  is  now  of  no 
importance.  Both  Arabs  and  Jews 
can  go  back  to  the  time  when  they 
were  unjustly  driven  out  of  Pales- 
tine. Israel  is  there  now.  Before  the 
close  of  the  nineteenth  century,  Jews 
were  returning  to  Palestine  and  buy- 
ing land,  land  sold  to  them  by  Arabs. 


Before  1914  there  were  44  Jewish 
agricultural  settlements  in  Pales- 
tine. These  were  communities 
brought  about  by  legitimate  con- 
tract between  Arabs  and  Jews. 

Both  Britain  and  the  League  of 
Nations  declared  the  Jews'  right  to 
be  in  Palestine.  On  November  29, 
1947,  the  UN  voted  to  partition 
Palestine  —  that  there  should  be 
an  Arab  State  and  a  Jewish  State  — 
a  fact  which  the  Arabs  did  not 
accept. 

Then  on  May  14,  1948,  a  Jewish 
state  was  born  with  the  proclama- 
tion: 
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The  Land  of  Israel  was  the  birthplace 
of  the  Jewish  people.  Here  their  spiri- 
tual, religious  and  national  identity 
was  formed.  Here  they  achieved  inde- 
pendence and  created  a  culture  of  na- 
tional and  universal  significance. 
Here  they  wrote  and  gave  the  Bible 
to  the  world. 

Exiled  from  the  Land  of  Israel  the 
Jewish  people  remained  faithful  to  it 
in  all  the  countries  of  their  dispersion 
. . .  never  ceasing  to  pray  and  hope  for 
their  return  and  the  restoration  of 
their  national  freedom — 

Recognized  by  78  states,  the  new 
Israel  has  done  great  things  —  she 
has  made  a  wilderness  bloom;  she 
has  revived  the  Hebrew  language; 
she  has  built  cities  and  villages;  she 
has  turned  rocks  into  roads;  and  she 
has  established  an  ever-growing 
community  with  its  own  economic 
and  cultural  life. 

The  Jews  of  the  world  have  im- 
migrated to  Palestine  because  of 
their  suffering.  Through  Hitler's 
persecution  more  than  6  million 
Jews  were  put  to  death.  The  living 
have  turned  to  Israel  as  a  star  of 
hope. 

Because  of  the  bitterness  between 
Arabs  and  Jews,  neither  side  will 
surrender.  They  must  surrender  to 
a  higher  vision.  This  is  what  the  UN 
Resolution  seeks  in  its  fivefold  plan: 

1.  Withdrawal  of  Israeli  armed  forces 
from  territories  occupied  in  recent 
conflict. 

2.  Termination  of  belligerency  and 
respect  for  the  sovereignty  of  every 


State  and  their  right  to  live  in 
peace. 

3.  Freedom  of  navigation  through  in- 
ternational waterways. 

4.  Achieving  a  just  settlement  of  the 
refugee  problem. 

5.  Guaranty  of  territorial  inviolabil- 
ity and  political  independence  of 
every  State  in  the  area. 

In  our  first  visit  to  Palestine  we 
missed  Masada.  No  one  ought  to 
miss  Masada  and  I'm  glad  to  have 
seen  it  on  my  second  visit.  It  is  what 
Gettysburg  is  to  America  and  what 
the  Alamo  is  to  Texas.  Masada  is 
the  Roman  fortress  captured  by  Zea- 
lots in  the  year  66  of  the  Christian 
era.  And  where  967  Jews  were  pitted 
against  ten  to  fifteen  thousand 
Romans.  Eight  Roman  armies  en- 
circled the  wall.  But  the  Jews  would 
not  give  up.  Their  leader  El  'azar 
said:  "We  shall  die  before  we  become 
slaves  to  the  enemy,  and  remain  free 
as  we  leave  the  land  of  the  living  — 
we,  our  wives,  and  our  children." 

And  die  they  did,  Masada  fell  in 
73  A.D.,  but  not  until  the  last  man, 
woman,  and  child  had  died! 

Masada  stands  today  as  a  symbol 
of  sacrifice  for  freedom.  New  recruits 
of  the  Armour  Corps  of  the  Israeli 
Army  come  to  Masada  to  be  sworn 
in  as  a  part  of  Israel's  fighting 
forces. 

In  the  same  spirit  of  those  early 
defenders,  Israelis  say:  "We  shall  die 
before  we  become  slaves  to  the 
enemy  —  before  we  give  up  our 
land!"  ■   ■ 


Share  and  Share  Alike? 
Statistics  show  that  women  spend  85  percent  of  the  consumer  dol- 
lar, the  children  15  percent,  and  men  the  rest.  —  Lucille  J.  Goodyear. 
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By  Haydn  Gilmore 


/^NCE  upon  a  time  only  two  items 
^^  could  stir  men  to  vigorous  argu- 
ment: religion  and  politics.  But  men 
would  talk  about  beautiful  women, 
disagree,  but  never  become  provoked 
to  wrath. 

In  our  day,  however,  one  must  be 
careful  what  one  says  about  art.  For 
the  very  mention  of  "art"  can  stir  the 
angry  passions  of  the  multitude. 
There  are  some  who  worship  at  the 
shrine  of  Andy  Warhol.  Others  flip 
over  revived  El  Greco.  Some  will 
argue  that  a  mobile  collage  of  beer 
cans  has  got  the  Aztecs  beat. 

Think  about  the  place  of  contem- 
porary art  in  the  chapel  service.  Dis- 
cussion along  these  lines  will 
encourage  those  who  attend  —  and 
plan  —  the  worship  service  to  put 
more  life  into  it;  and  perhaps  some 
who  never  darken  the  church  door, 
even  to  hear  a  Bach  fugue,  might  be 
sparked  into  checking  public  wor- 


ship. More  and  more  individuals  do 
their  thing  in  a  "group."  People  like 
to  gather  to  make  the  scene. 

There  is  a  great  interest  in  art 
today.  Does  some  modern  art  have 
any  use  in  the  worship  of  the  Triune 
God?  In  history  there  were  early 
periods  when  the  church  and  faith 
dominated  the  artistic  scene. 

Art  and  Communication 

Perhaps  art  is  not  art  unless  some- 
thing is  communicated.  In  What  Is 
Art?  Leo  Tolstoy  wrote:  "To  evoke 
in  oneself  a  feeling  one  has  once  ex- 
perienced and  having  evoked  it  in 
oneself  by  means  of  movements, 
lines,  colors,  sounds,  of  forms  ex- 
pressed in  words,  so  to  transmit  feel- 
ing that  others  experience  the  same 
feeling ...  art  is  an  activity  consist- 
ing in  this,  that  man  consciously  by 
means  of  external  signs,  hands  on  to 
others  feelings  he  has  lived  through, 


Mr.  Gilmore  is  a  former  Air  Force  chaplain  who  now  lives  at  R.D.  #3, 
Hilltop  Drive,  Tunkhannock,  Pa.  18657 
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and  that  others  are  affected  by  these 
feelings  and  also  experience  them." 

Take  the  sympathy  in  La  Pieta, 
that  sculpture  of  the  Savior  down 
from  the  cross  and  in  his  mother's 
arms.  It  has  a  universal  appeal.  Yet, 
there  are  almost  as  many  different 
forms  of  art  as  there  are  people. 

Susanne  K.  Langer  in  her  book 
Problems  of  Art  does  not  neglect  this 
aspect.  She  writes  that  the  ex- 
pressive forms  of  art  apply  equally 
to  the  primitive  "Venuses"  and  the 
Venus  of  Milo  and  Brancusi's  "Bird," 
and  to  the  Psalms  of  David  and  Her- 
rick's  "Fair  Daffodils,"  and  Joyce's 
Ulysses,  to  Sakuntala  and  Tartuffe 
and  The  Emperor  Jones  and  The 
Play's  the  Thing,  and  to  the  famous 
cave  paintings  and  the  polite  por- 
traits that  Reynolds  and  Sargent 
painted,  and  to  the  ancient  temple 
chants  and  African  drum  music  and 
Mozart  and  Wagner. 

In  this  sense  we  are  already  using 
art  in  our  worship  services.  One 
thinks  of  stained  glass  windows  or 
rich  organ  music,  of  choirs,  of  bal- 
ance and  arrangement  of  the  altar, 
or  the  psalms  themselves  (which 
Miss  Langer  mentioned)  and  of  the 
sermon  which  can  be  balanced  and 
colorful,  and  even  beautiful. 

Also,  does  the  use  of  art  conflict 
with  the  spiritual  side  of  Christian- 
ity? Art  can  lead  away  from  God  and 
even  be  used  to  worship  the  state 
(as  in  Soviet  art,  some  of  which  is 
bad  enough  to  be  worthy  of  an 
authoritarian  state!).  But  art  can 
also  exalt  the  highest  part  of  man 
and  lead  man  to  God. 

Brooke  Foss  Westcott  in  his  essay 
"The  Relation  of  Christianity  to  Art" 


observes  the  failure  of  secular  art  to 
utter  the  worth  of  God.  The  early 
Greeks  in  their  worship  of  nature 
allowed  a  stream  of  corruption  to 
enter  man's  artistic  bent  (later  to 
plunge  into  pornography).  Popular 
art  has  its  failings.  The  main  issue 
is:  in  whose  service  is  art  to  be  em- 
ployed? Westcott  concludes:  Chris- 
tians used  as  far  as  they  could  the 
resources  of  the  popular  art  and 
even  adopted  some  current  sub- 
jects which  were  capable  of  Chris- 
tian interpretation.  There  was  no 
chasm  of  separation  between  Chris- 
tianity and  Art  except  that  which 
was  fixed  by  the  ordinary  subservi- 
ence of  Art  to  idolatrous  purposes." 

Art  Can  Be  Adapted  to  Worship 

Just  as  the  tune  for  "The  Star 
Spangled  Banner"  was  once  an  Eng- 
lish drinking  song,  so  some  early 
hymn  tunes  were  pagan  ditties.  The 
important  feature  of  art  is  that  it 
must  be  subservient  to  its  purpose. 
If  we  understand  that  almost  any 
art  can  be  adapted  to  the  worship  of 
God,  we  open  the  gate  to  the  world 
as  it  is;  this  does  not  mean  that  the 
world  is  moving  in  to  take  over;  it 
means  that  the  group  of  believing 
people  known  as  the  church  seize 
any  beautiful  thing  and  mold  it  and 
direct  it  to  the  holy  praise  of  the 
living  God. 

The  Bible  is  full  of  beauty;  The 
"attributes"  of  God  are  said  to  be 
beautiful.  There  is  considerable 
literary  beauty  obviously.  The  Bible 
mentions  beautiful  places  and  beau- 
tiful people.  (The  latter  should  be 
taken  into  view  by  progressive 
hippies!) 
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The  grace  of  God  is  the  highest 
demonstration  of  the  aesthetic 
nature  of  God. 

In  The  Principles  of  Christian  Wor- 
ship by  Raymond  Abba  (Oxford  Uni- 
versity Press,  p.  120):  "Should  we 
then  banish  beauty  and  the  arts 
from  worship?  God  forbid!  Ail  good 
things  may  be  abused . . .  the  corrup- 
tion of  the  best  becomes  the  worst. 
But,  as  Luther  was  wise  enough  to 
insist  —  abuse  does  not  invalidate 
use.  The  danger  will  be  avoided  if 
the  true  end  of  worship  is  upheld  — 
the  setting  forth  of  the  majesty,  the 
glory,  and  the  grace  of  God." 

What  modern  aids  to  worship  can 
we  use?  Various  forms  of  folk  music 
can  be  used,  if  there  is  dignity  and 
restraint.  I  was  a  skeptic  about  this 
once,  but  I  attended  a  Protestant 
communion  service  where  guitars 
were  used.  I  was  deeply  impressed 
by  the  solemnity  and  the  depth  of 
the  spiritual  experience.  If  the  music 
stayed  on  that  high  level,  I  could 
support  the  use  of  modern  music. 

Art  Can  Degenerate 
Into  Idolatry 

Mere  sound  of  noise,  whose  direct 
intent  is  to  project  meaninglessness, 
should  never  have  any  part  in  Chris- 
tian worship.  Art,  as  we  have  seen, 
can  degenerate  into  a  subtle  or  overt 
idolatry.  If  used  wisely,  all  forms  of 
art  can  be  used:  painting,  sculpture; 
in  some  rare  instances,  if  joined  to 
sacred  rather  than  profane  music, 
possibly  the  dance,  for  "David 
danced  before  the  Lord." 

Some  matters  are  debatable.  The 
worship  of  God  is  to  be  in  good  taste. 
There  are  examples  of  dreadful  taste 


(as  artists  will  aver)  and  these  are 
to  be  avoided  in  the  worship  of  God. 

Poetry  can  be  used  in  worship 
services  much  more  than  it  has  been. 
Much  of  the  Hebrew  Bible  is  poetry. 
M.  Carter  (in  Religion  and  Life)  de- 
clares: Poetry  "brightens  and  makes 
usable  the  long  abstractions  that  are 
sometimes  clumsy  with  words. 
Eliot's  windy  spaces  beyond  the  last 
grey  rocks,  and  the  old  men  with 
empty  heads  in  a  whimpering,  dying 
universe  express  the  fatalism  that 
has  dominated  our  recent  intellec- 
tual world." 

I,  for  one,  would  rather  use  the 
sentimentalities  of,  say,  a  Rod  Mc- 
Kuen  than  the  sadness  of  pagan 
poets.  On  the  other  hand  never  sell 
a  pagan  poet  short.  Many  of  them 
were  more  devout  than  we  think. 
Dylan  Thomas's  great  poem  "Death 
Shall  Have  No  Dominion"  rings  like 
a  bell  tolling  the  truth  of  First  Cor- 
inthians. "Though  lovers  be  lost, 
love  shall  not... And  Death  shall 
have  no  dominion!" 

Art  is  never  lost  if  it  is  used  in 
love  for  a  risen  Lord.  ■    ■ 


Witty  Shaw 

George  Bernard  Shaw  was,  of 
course,  quite  a  celebrity.  His  wit  and 
fame  were  widely  known.  One  day  a 
woman  recognized  him  in  public  and 
felt  impelled  to  speak  to  him.  "Are 
you  Shaw?"  she  asked  diffidently. 

"I'm  positive!"  was  his  reply.  — 
The  Secretary. 

RECIPE  FOR  LONGEVITY:  "I  just 
keep  breathing,"  replied  the  101- 
year-old  lady.  —  Eva  Kraus. 
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The  King  Was  Born 


By  Kyle  M.  Yates 


"C^OR  generations  men  had  dreamed  and  looked  and  hoped  for  his 
coming.  It  had  been  the  dream  of  godly  souls  who  believed  that 
God  would  send  his  son  to  fulfill  the  hopes  of  godly  men  that  the 
Messiah  might  come  to  bring  peace  and  salvation  to  the  people  of  the 
earth.  Poets  and  prophets  had  predicted  his  coming.  Age  after  age 
had  come  and  gone.  When  would  he  see  fit  to  begin  his  righteous 
reign  among  men?  How  would  he  appear  and  how  would  men 
recognize  him? 

Isaiah  had  called  Him  Immanuel,  Wonderful,  Counselor,  Ever- 
lasting Father,  Mighty  God  and  Prince  of  Peace.  Micah  had  declared 
that  he  would  be  born  in  Bethlehem  and  that  he  would  be  called 
Ruler,  Shepherd  of  his  flock,  and  Our  Shalom.  In  the  last  division  of 
the  Book  of  Isaiah  he  is  called  My  Servant,  the  Light  to  the  Nations, 
and  pictured  as  the  Suffering  Servant  who  is  to  be  wounded  for  our 
transgressions  and  dying  as  the  divine  substitute  to  bring  salvation 
in  that  he  poured  out  his  soul  unto  death.  Other  prophets  added 
specific  lines  to  give  a  clear  picture  of  the  one  who  was  to  be  the 
Savior  of  all  men  who  would  yield  heart  and  life  to  him. 

As  the  years  rolled  by  and  sin  still  continued  its  grip  on  human 
beings  the  yearnings  for  the  coming  of  the  King  became  stronger.  The 
religion  of  men  was  lacking  in  depth  and  significance  and  effective- 
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ness.  There  was  no  meaning  or  satisfaction  in  the  empty  observance 
of  the  ritual.  It  was  a  dark  night  in  Jerusalem.  It  was  time  for  the 
King  to  come. 

The  Big  Day  Comes 

The  Father  in  heaven  was  taking  part  in  the  preparations  for  the 
big  day  in  the  life  of  His  people.  He  sent  an  angel  to  give  a  word  of 
encouragement  to  Joseph.  He  had  learned  that  Mary,  his  betrothed, 
was  great  with  child.  He  knew  that  they  had  not  been  together  "as 
man  and  wife."  Mary  knew  the  same  truth.  What  could  be  done?  They 
knew  that  it  was  a  critical  moment  for  them.  This  messenger  came 
directly  to  Joseph  to  ask  him  to  go  on  with  their  plans  for  holy  mar- 
riage. A  frank  statement  of  the  fact  that  the  child  to  be  born  is  be- 
gotten by  the  Holy  Spirit  was  spoken  to  give  assurance  to  Joseph  and 
to  Mary.  It  was  a  heaven-sent  declaration  of  the  truth  of  the  doctrine 
of  the  virgin  birth. 

Do  not  fear  to  take  Mary  your  wife,  for  that  which  is  conceived  in  her 
is  of  the  Holy  Spirit;  she  will  bear  a  son,  and  you  shall  call  his  name 
Jesus,  for  he  will  save  his  people  from  their  sins  (Matthew  1:20-21). 

It  took  a  word  from  God  to  convince  the  righteous  Joseph  that  the 
Holy  Spirit  had  brought  about  this  great  miracle.  Mary  and  Joseph 
both  believed.  Mary  had  a  special  visit  from  heaven's  throne  to 
inform  her  of  the  miracle,  to  convince  her  of  sacred  truth,  and  to 
make  her  glowingly  happy  in  the  certainity  that  God's  child  would 
be  born  from  her  womb. 

Until  the  angel  chorus  came  to  the  shepherds  it  was  a  dark  night 
of  ignorance  and  sin  and  helplessness  (Luke  1:76-79).  Caesar  Augus- 
tus was  on  the  throne  in  Rome.  He  was  the  most  powerful  man  alive 
at  that  moment.  It  was  either  6  B.C.  or  5  B.C.  Luke  pictures  the 
people  as  benighted,  bewildered,  sighing  for  the  morning.  They  had 
no  light,  no  hope,  no  salvation.  The  One  who  declared  himself  to  be 
the  Light  of  the  world  was  ready  to  come.  Malachi  had  said,  "But 
for  you  who  fear  my  name  the  sun  of  righteousness  shall  rise,  with 
healing  in  its  wings"  (Malachi  4:2).  Suddenly  Dr.  Luke  comes  forth 
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with  the  announcement  that  the  dayspring  from  on  high  is  ready  to 
come  into  the  dark  world  to  guide  our  feet  into  the  way  of  peace.  It  is 
demonstrated  that  God  is  tender,  mighty  to  save,  quick  to  hear,  ready 
to  forgive,  and  waiting  to  bless.  He  comes  to  minister  as  a  special 
guide  into  the  rich  storehouse  of  salvation  to  needy  souls. 


Messianic  Acclamation 

The  heavenly  announcement  came  to  the  shepherds.  Why  should 
God  deem  it  necessary  to  send  a  special  angel  to  break  the  joyous 
news  to  the  listening  ears?  Why  should  he  send  along  heaven's  a 
capella  choir  to  provide  the  wonderful  music  to  the  shocked 
shepherds?  It  is  a  Messianic  acclamation.  It  was  a  shout  of  praise  to 
the  Father  himself  for  His  great  love  that  provided  earth's  greatest 
gift.  All  who  heard  it  wondered!  It  was  accompanied  by  a  mountain 
full  of  glory,  fresh  from  the  eternal  throne  room. 

The  incarnation  revealed  the  eternal  God  coming  down  very 
close  to  the  ground  and  close  to  the  bodies  and  souls  of  men.  God 
revealed  himself  in  a  tiny  babe.  The  full  gospel  of  redemption  is  set 
forth.  Unheralded  and  almost  unnoticed  the  baby  came  to  take  up 
residence  among  men.  The  shepherds  were  deeply  moved  and  pro- 
foundly stirred  by  the  voice  from  the  throne,  music  from  the  many 
voices,  thrilled  by  a  dawning  realization  that  a  tremendous  miracle 
was  being  revealed  before  their  eyes.  It  was  earth's  greatest  hour 
(up  to  that  moment). 

Handel  has  given  the  spirit  of  it  in  the  crash  of  triumph  with 
which  that  word  Savior  is  pealed  forth  in  his  oratorio.  The  night  was 
filled  with  music.  The  mountain  was  lighted  with  the  strange  radi- 
ance of  the  glory  of  God.  The  singers  echo  heaven's  joy  as  they 
"release"  the  holy  Son  of  God  to  begin  his  triumphant  sacrifice  and 
his  wondrous  redemption.  The  word  peace  (shalom)  pours  forth  to 
picture  the  results  on  earth.  He  is  to  bring  peace  to  human  hearts. 
Real  peace  on  earth  exists  only  among  those  who  are  the  subjects  of 
God's  good  will,  those  who  are  characterized  by  good  will  toward 
God  and  man. 

The  singers  went  away  from  the  mountain  scene  to  make  their 
way  to  their  heavenly  home.  The  shepherds  came  with  great  haste 
to  find  the  babe  of  Bethlehem.  They  needed  no  special  guide  but 
found  the  manger,  the  child,  the  mother,  and  Joseph.  It  was  a  holy 
scene.  They  were  all  certain  of  the  divine  event  and  much  of  its  holy 
meaning.  The  shepherds  added  their  account  concerning  God's  an- 


34 


nouncement  both  in  word  and  in  song.  It  was  a  new  moment  in  the 
eternal  plan  of  God.  The  incarnation  had  been  consummated.  "The 
Logos  became  flesh."  All  wondered.  They  went  with  great  joy  to  tell 
the  good  news.  No  doubt  came  to  their  minds.  A  great  certainty 
gripped  all  of  them. 

The  mother  kept  all  these  sayings  in  her  heart  pondering  them. 
Filled  with  holy  awe,  stirred  with  a  mighty  torrent  of  evidence,  she 
kept  on  putting  all  the  strands  together  in  the  deep  places  of  her  mind. 
For  well  on  to  nine  months  she  had  gathered  piece  after  piece  of 
divinely-given  evidence  which  could  now  be  fitted  into  the  mosaic 
which  the  Holy  Spirit  would  help  mold.  She  was  convinced.  She 
treasured  the  meaning  of  these  events  and  reflected  on  them.  Now  she 
had  in  her  arms  the  actual  baby  who  had  been  promised. 

The  words  of  the  shepherds  had  completed  the  evidence.  They 
"returned  glorifying  and  praising  God  for  all  the  things  they  had 
seen  and  heard."  They  could  never  be  the  same  again.  They  were  now 
convinced  that  joy  and  happiness  and  assurance  must  come  from  God. 
They  were  strangely  aware  of  the  significance  and  abiding  worth  of 
an  experience  that  had  its  source  in  things  so  simple.  They  had  been 
swept  by  the  realization  that  God  came  very  near  and  became  avail- 
able for  the  most  unforgettable  revelations.  They  discovered  at  the 
inn  in  Bethlehem  that  God  was  there,  the  baby  was  there,  love  was 
there.  They  were  strongly  moved  by  the  certainty  that  the  days 
ahead  were  days  of  hope  and  triumphs  and  revelations  of  God's  grace. 
The  babe  in  Mary's  arms  would  be  the  King.  God's  plans  were  fulfilled 
literally  and  perfectly.  In  many  ways  it  had  been  necessary  for  the 
divine  will  to  call  in  prophets  and  poets  and  angels  to  make  possible 
the  working  out  of  his  plans.  Slowly  but  surely  the  completion  of  the 
purpose  of  the  Father  became  a  certainty. 

Luke  continues  his  colorful  pictures  of  the  Messiah  in  the  pre- 
sentation in  the  temple.  The  name  Jesus  was  used  in  fulfillment  of 
the  instructions  given  by  the  angel  before  the  baby  was  conceived. 
In  an  official  visit  he  was  presented  to  the  Lord.  Three  ancient  cere- 
monies were  satisfied  during  his  early  days:  the  rite  of  circumcision, 
the  redemption  of  the  first-born,  and  the  purification  after  childbirth. 


A  Dream  Realized 

Simeon,  a  man  who  had  waited  for  the  day  of  the  coming  of  the 
Messiah,  found  the  full  realization  when  the  Holy  Spirit  gave  him  the 
sign  of  the  coming.  Suddenly  he  was  assured  that  all  his  hopes  and 
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dreams  were  now  realized.  It  was  a  great  moment.  His  beautiful 
words,  Now  lettest  thou  thy  servant  depart  in  peace,  gave  expression 
to  his  faith  and  his  deep  satisfaction  in  God's  revelation.  He  was  sure 
that  his  hands  had  held  the  one  who  had  been  God's  anointed  servant 
and  who  was  to  be  a  light  to  lighten  the  Gentiles.  He  will  bring  salva- 
tion to  all  peoples. 

Following  this,  Anna,  an  aged  prophetess,  hailed  the  advent  of 
the  Messiah.  She  had  known  sorrow.  She  had  never  grown  bitter.  She 
never  ceased  to  hope.  She  had  continued  her  hours  of  worship.  She 
had  never  ceased  to  pray.  These  two  saints  who  were  steeped  in 
prayer  and  discernment  and  faith  and  hope  continued  their  dreams 
of  a  new  day  when  the  Christ  would  bring  full  salvation  to  all  peoples. 

The  move  to  Nazareth  followed  close  upon  the  return  from  Egypt. 
A  hostile  Herod  made  it  necessary.  It  meant  that  the  boy  Jesus  came 
to  spend  the  years  in  that  small  city  in  Galilee.  Luke  describes  the 
exceptional  growth  of  a  remarkable  young  lad  whose  physical,  moral, 
intellectual,  and  spiritual  life  came  to  full  fruition  in  a  section  quite 
removed  from  Jerusalem.  In  the  biblical  narrative  he  tells  of  a 
strong,  vigorous  lad  who  was  characterized  by  a  commendable  wis- 
dom. He  was  prepared  in  body,  mind  and  heart  to  carry  out  the  min- 
istry that  stretched  before  him.  In  all  our  emphasis  upon  the  deity  of 
Christ  we  will  do  well  to  give  adequate  emphasis  to  his  humanity. 

At  the  age  of  twelve  Jesus  attended  his  first  big  feast  at 
Jerusalem.  He  became  a  son  of  the  Law  and  enjoyed  all  the  sacred 
experiences  of  a  visit  to  the  temple.  It  was  a  high  day  for  the  growing 
boy.  His  interest  in  the  religious  life  of  that  sacred  place  was  unusual. 
He  was  alive  with  interest.  He  enjoyed  the  great  teachers  and  their 
learned  discussions  on  the  Scriptures.  He  was  able  to  listen  attentive- 
ly, understand  clearly,  answer  questions  commendably,  as  he  entered 
into  the  discussion  on  the  deep  things  of  the  Word. 

When  the  twelve-year-old  boy  was  left  behind  by  his  mother  and 
Joseph  he  gave  unmistakable  evidence  of  his  knowledge  and  wisdom 
and  understanding  and  also  a  clear  knowledge  of  his  identity  and 
his  relationship  with  the  heavenLy  Father.  He  calls  God  my  Father 
and  speaks  of  my  Father's  house.  He  understood  the  sacredness  of 
the  house  of  God.  He  gave  evidence  of  a  sudden  blaze  of  recognition 
and  realization.  From  that  day  he  no  longer  had  any  question  about 
his  own  deity  and  the  truth  of  the  virgin  birth  of  Mary's  son.  He  went 
obediently  to  the  little  home  in  Nazareth  and  was  subject  to  them. 
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The 
Man 

with  the 
Praying 
Hands 

By  Kelvin  Wallace  Coventry 


Albrecht  Diirer  created  a 
symbol  of  hope  and  faith  for    '  ^ 
all  people.  I 


A  MISSIONARY,  after  forty  years 
^"*-  of  service  in  the  Philippines, 
made  his  last  rounds  in  a  native  vil- 
lage. He  said  farewell  to  friends  who 
had  endured  prison  camp  with  him 
during  the  Japanese  occupation. 

"I  love  you  all,"  he  admitted,  his 
grey  head  bowed  in  prayer,  his  eyes 
filled  with  tears.  "I  will  never  forget 
these  years  and  the  opportunity  God 
gave  me  to  work  among  you." 

The  missionary's  good-bye  gift  to 
the  village  was  a  large  painting  he 
had  done  from  a  small  impression  of 
Durer's  famed  "Praying  Hands." 

The  parting  gift  the  missionary  re- 


ALBRECHT 

DORER 


Albrecht  Durer  Statue  in  Nurem- 
berg, Germany.  Durer  was  the  Ba- 
varian city's  foremost  citizen.  He 
was  born  500  years  ago,  in  1471.  He 
became  the  pioneer  and  foremost 
exponent  of  etching  and  woodcuts 
as  an  art  medium.  His  art  works 
can  be  found  in  the  world's  greatest 
art  galleries.  He  hoped  that  all  peo- 
ple would  be  brought  closer  to  God 
through  his  works. 
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Albrecht  Durer' s  home  and  workshop  in  Nuremberg.  Many  of  his  artistic 
works  are  included  in  collections  here.  At  one  time  Durer  was  wealthy 
enough  to  lend  money  to  the  city  of  Nuremberg.  Nazi  war  criminals 
were  on  trial  in  Nuremberg  at  close  of  World  War  II. 


ceived  from  the  village  chief  was 
surprisingly  on  the  same  theme, 
carved  from  mahogany —  "Pray- 
ing Hands." 

"Those  wonderful,  work-worn,  sac- 
rificing hands!"  the  missionary  ex- 
claimed with  wonder.  "They  are  a 
symbol  of  hope  and  faith  for  all  peo- 
ple. They  help  bring  us  all  closer  to 
God!" 

A  symbol  of  hope  and  faith!  They 
bring  us  closer  to  God!  The  artist 
who  created  the  "hands"  has  been 
one  of  the  greatest  "publicity  agents" 
for  the  Christian  faith  in  the  annals 
of  artistic  triumph.  His  name  is 
Albrecht  Durer. 


What  do  we  know  about  Durer? 
We  know  that  his  faith  in  God 
matched  the  symbolic  message  ex- 
emplified by  the  "hands."  His  life 
was  a  massive  struggle  to  bring 
others  closer  to  God  through  his 
artistic  works. 

Durer  was  born  exactly  500  years 
ago  in  the  Bavarian  city  of  Nurem- 
berg, Germany.  The  world  salutes 
his  memory  in  1971,  beginning  this 
Christmas  with  numerous  exhibi- 
tions of  his  woodcuts,  paintings,  and 
etchings. 

The  Durer  family  was  poverty- 
stricken,  struggling.  Often  there 
was  no  food.  Young  Albrecht  had  no 
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less  than  seventeen  brothers  and 
sisters,  most  of  whom  died  at  an 
early  age. 

Albrecht's  father  was  a  goldsmith 
by  trade.  The  elder  Diirer  had  every 
expectation  that  his  son  would  fol- 
low in  his  footsteps.  But  he  hadn't 
reckoned  with  his  son's  inventive- 
ness and  artistic  skill. 

"I  must  be  an  artist!"  Albrecht 
told  his  closest  friends.  Every  day 
he  practiced  drawing  his  own  face, 
reflected  from  a  mirror.  He  must 
prove  to  his  father  that  he  really  had 
artistic  skill. 

His  age  was  thirteen,  a  dark-com- 
plexioned boy  with  flashing  eyes  and 
an  engaging  personality,  when  the 
big  moment  came.  He  showed  his 
father  a  drawing  of  himself.  Every 
detail  of  hair  and  skin  was  created 
by  subtle  variations  of  lines. 

"You  did  this?"  his  father  ques- 
tioned him  in  disbelief.  "It's  remark- 
able. I  see  your  talent  would  be 
wasted  as  a  goldsmith.  I  will  ap- 
prentice you  to  a  master  artist  of 
Nuremberg." 

ON  St.  Andrew's  Day,  1486,  young 
Diirer  began  his  artistic  appren- 
ticeship. These  were  difficult  times. 
The  other  apprentices  resented 
Durer's  artistic  talent  and  made  life 
miserable  for  him. 

"During  those  unhappy  days,  God 
granted  me  diligence,"  Durer  later 
wrote  about  the  hardships. 

About  his  father,  during  this 
period,  Diirer  wrote:  "My  dear 
Father  took  great  pains  with  me,  to 
rear  me  in  the  fear  of  God.  He  en- 
joined me  daily  to  love  God  and  deal 
faithfully  with  my  friends." 


"Portrait  of  an  Architect"  -  One  of 
Durer's  most  famous  paintings.  Note 
his  attention  to  fine  detail.  Durer  be- 
came adept  at  doing  portraits  of 
others  by  painting  his  own  image 
looking  back  from  a  mirror. 


Complementing  her  husband's 
Christian  outlook,  Albrecht's  mother 
spent  much  of  her  time  in  church. 
"Whether  I  went  out  or  came  in,  her 
constant  admonition  was  'Go  in  the 
name  of  Christ!'"  the  young  appren- 
tice recorded  of  his  impressions. 

Albrecht's  mother  often  had  the 
plague  and  many  other  severe  ail- 
ments. She  suffered  great  poverty, 
scorn,  derision,  and  great  adversity. 
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Yet  she  never  bore  malice  to  others. 
Her  faith  in  God  never  wavered. 

With  parents  like  these  to  give 
him  a  boost,  Albrecht  climbed  the 
slow  ladder  to  artistic  success.  While 
still  in  his  teens  he  became  a  jour- 
neyman artist.  He  worked  in  the  re- 
lated fields  of  architecture  designing 
fortifications  and  monuments. 

"I  can  do  more!  I  must  do  more!" 
the  ambitious  Diirer  vowed.  He 
worked  around  the  clock  developing 
his  skills  as  an  etcher,  engraver, 
painter,  and  woodcut  artist.  He  was 
never  satisfied  with  mediocre  results . 

In  his  twenties,  Diirer  astounded 
the  artistic  world  with  his  Apoc- 
alypse woodcuts.  The  suggestions 
came  from  the  illustrations  in  the 
Cologne  Bible  of  1480.  He  amplified 
these  crude  hints  into  visions  so 
powerful  they  still  are  standards  for 
this  type  of  art. 

Diirer's  woodcut,  "The  Four  Horse- 
men of  the  Apocalypse,"  caused  a 
sensation  in  Germany.  It  carved  out 
a  scene  of  violent  action.  In  great  de- 
tail Diirer  depicted  the  terrible  horse- 
men  —  the  ravaging  forces  of 
conquest,  slaughter,  famine,  and 
death. 

Diirer  cut  the  first  woodblocks 
himself.  He  later  trained  other  wood- 
cutters to  copy  his  style.  This  was 
the  first  print  technique  to  come 
close  to  personalized  freehand 
drawing. 

The  young  German  was  never  sat- 
isfied. He  believed  in  progress,  ex- 
perimentation. Now  he  tried 
etching.  The  process  had  been  in- 
vented by  Augsburg  armorers  when 
they  began  to  decorate  armor  by 
painting  a  design  in  wax  on  steel 


and  letting  acid  erode  away  the  un- 
covered metal.  In  about  1500  the 
process  was  adapted  for  printmaking. 

"Alas,  this  process  can  never  do 
justice  to  artistic  talent,"  Diirer  de- 
cided. "The  acid  corrodes  the  iron 
too  raggedly  for  exact  achievement 
and  fulfillment."  He  made  only  six 
etchings. 

Now  Diirer  tried  drypoints, 
scratching  copperplate  with  a  stout 
needle  that  removed  no  metal  but 
plowed  a  furrow  flanked  by  ragged 
ridges  of  copper.  The  ridges  caught  a 
smudge  of  ink  that  printed  a  furry 
blur  for  a  few  impressions  until  the 
projections  wore  down. 

Diirer  made  only  two  drypoints, 
probably  because  he  was  too  prac- 
tical to  work  long  at  a  process  that 
yielded  so  few  returns. 

Diirer  really  came  into  his  own 
when  he  started  using  the  graver,  a 
tempered  steel  rod  with  a  lozenge- 
shaped  point  and  a  rounded  handle. 
With  it  he  made  his  striking  out- 
lines on  metal.  The  graver  was  used 
for  96  of  his  104  prints  on  metal. 

Much  of  Diirer's  success  came  be- 
cause of  his  attention  to  detail  in  his 
works.  He  believed  truth  could  be 
found  in  the  detail  —  in  the  wrinkles 
around  a  person's  eyes  and  in  the 
tiny  light  reflections  in  the  pupils. 

The  once  poverty-stricken  Diirer 
became  a  celebrity.  He  was  wel- 
comed, honored,  and  feasted  in  all 
the  European  capitals.  He  was  a 
hero.  He  became  so  prosperous  his 
home  city  of  Nuremberg  often  bor- 
rowed money  from  him. 


B 


ut  Diirer  realized  something  was 
lacking  in  his  life.  He  had  taken 
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Beautiful  church  and  fountain  in  heart  of  Nuremberg.  This  will  be  seen 
by  Diirer  admirers  when  they  visit  many  of  the  historic  landmarks  dur- 
ing 1971,  Diirer's  500th  birthday  anniversary. 
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Durer  made  his  mark  while  he  was  still  in  his  twenties  when  he  started 
his  apocalypse  woodcuts  from  suggestions  in  the  illustrations  of  the 
Cologne  Bible  of  1480.  He  amplified  the  crude  hints  into  visions  so 
powerful  that  they  are  still  standards  for  artists  today.  Here  we  have 
his  famed  "Four  Horsemen  of  the  Apocalypse" -representing  the 
ravaging  forces  of  conquest,  slaughter,  famine,  and  death. 
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God  for  granted.  He  was  riding  a 
tide  of  popularity  and  many  of  his 
works  were  produced  for  money 
only.  Then  he  took  a  trip  to  Venice 
to  visit  other  renowned  artists  of 
the  day.     . 

"Venice  changed  my  life!"  Durer 
wrote  in  his  journal.  "I  found  famous 
artists  rejecting  God,  puffed  up  with 
pride,  drunk,  and  profane.  I  wanted 
none  of  that." 

On  his  return  from  Venice,  filled 
with  doubt,  he  knew  his  art  must 
take  a  new  course  and  he  could  see 
his  goal.  He  held  fast  to  the  one 
thing  which  was  beyond  doubt,  the 
only  steadfast  and  enduring  value: 
the  Word  of  God. 

"I  must  proclaim  my  religious  con- 
victions in  terms  of  art,"  Durer  de- 
cided. "I  must  spread  God's  love  and 
compassion  among  all  people." 

Durer  was  living  in  tumultuous 
times.  Religious  fanatics  were 
preaching  that  the  end  of  the  world 
was  nigh.  In  1505,  death  carts  rum- 
bled through  the  gates  day  and  night 
as  the  plague  depopulated  the  city  of 
Nuremberg.  Durer  was  spared.  He 
had  much  to  thank  God  for. 

Still,  on  another  occasion,  Durer 
thought  he  was  dying.  He  was  filled 
with  remorse  for  not  doing  enough 
to  bring  others  closer  to  God  through 
his  artistic  works. 

Even  while  bed-ridden,  Durer 
showed  a  remarkable  sense  of  humor . 
He  drew  a  full-length  portrait  of 
himself.  His  drawn  hand  pointed  to 
his  stomach.  The  legend  read:  "It 
Hurts  Me  There."  The  sensitive  area 
is  ringed  in  black. 

The  shock  of  Durer's  life  came 
when  he  heard  the  persistent  rumor 


that  Martin  Luther  had  been  assas- 
sinated while  returning  from  the 
Diet  at  Worms.  Durer  was  an  ardent 
Reformist.  The  entry  in  his  journal 
reads  like  a  cry  uttered  from  the 
depths  of  despair. 

"This  God-inspired  man,  who  de- 
livered me  from  great  terrors,  is 
dead,"  his  outpouring  of  grief  cov- 
ered many  pages.  "O  God,  if  Luther 
be  dead,  who  will  expound  the  Holy 
Gospel  so  clearly  to  us  henceforth?" 

Luther  was  not  dead.  Durer 
launched  himself  joyously  into  proj- 
ect after  project  showing  reflections 
of  God's  love  for  human-kind.  They 
climaxed  with  what  he  considered 
the  masterpiece  of  his  artistic  ca- 
reer, "The  Four  Apostles,"  showing 
the  monumental  figures  of  John  the 
Baptist,  Peter,  Mark,  and  Paul.  It 
was  Durer's  gift  to  Nuremberg. 

But  it  was  another  art  work,  "The 
Heller  Altar-Piece,"  that  really  es- 
tablished Durer's  fame  in  our  space 
age.  A  small  part  of  this  project  was 
a  study  known  as  the  "Hands  of  An 
Apostle."  Today  we  know  it  as  simply 
"Praying  Hands." 

Whose  hands  were  they?  Much 
legend  surrounds  Durer's  master- 
piece. One  story  is  told  that  a  friend 
went  to  work  in  the  fields  to  provide 
sustenance  so  that  Durer  could  con- 
tinue with  his  art  studies,  and  it  was 
the  hands  of  this  sacrificing  friend, 
stiffened  by  toil,  he  used  as  a  model. 

Still  others  say  that  Durer  used 
his  own  celebrated  hands  as  a  model, 
studying  them  for  long  periods  of 
time  as  they  reflected  back  from  mir- 
rors set  at  many  different  angles. 

What  we  do  know  is  that  Durer's 
(continued  on  page  49) 
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By  S.  Waters 


A  father  shares  a  memorable  experience  with  his 
family 


MOST  people  have  one  particular 
Christmas  that  lives  in  their 
memories.  My  fifteenth  will  always 
be  special  to  me. 

Last  Christmas  Eve  our  Junior 
Choir  had  sung  the  last  carol  and 
finished  the  hot  chocolate.  As  we 
left  the  church,  a  soft  snow  was  fall- 
ing almost  like  a  quiet  benediction 
after  the  singing. 

It  was  the  first  Christmas  in  our 
new  house,  and  the  last  Christmas 
we'd  be  together  as  a  family.  It  was 
the  last  one  at  home  for  my  oldest 
sister,  Melody,  who  was  planning  to 
be  married  in  the  spring,  and  my 
oldest  brother,  Happy,  was  soon 
leaving  for  the  Navy.  There  just 
seemed  to  be  some  added  magic 
throughout  the  house  from  the  fresh- 
ly baked  cookies  in  the  kitchen  to 


the  glowing  reflections  of  fire-fingers 
dancing  on  the  beautiful  tree  in  the 
living  room. 

Dad  was  just  putting  the  star- 
shaped  silver  cookie  cutter  on  the 
top  of  the  tree  when  I  came  in  all 
covered  with  snow.  My  five-year-old 
brother,  Tag,  was  helping  in  his  own 
way  and  clamoring  for  a  Christmas 
story,  hoping  to  stay  up  a  while 
longer.  I  never  dreamed  that  the 
answer  to  my  question  as  I  entered 
the  living  room  would  serve  as  a 
Christmas  story  for  him  and  also 
make  this  my  most  memorable 
Christmas. 

"Why  don't  we  ever  have  a  star 
with  a  light  or  a  shining  angel  on 
the  top  of  our  tree?"  I  blurted. 

My  mother  puckered  her  lips, 
"Shush,  Gay,"  and  glanced  quickly 
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at  Dad  who  was  backing  down  the 
stepladder.  He  looked  up  at  the 
gleaming  silver  star-shaped  cookie 
cutter  almost  reverently. 

Mother  said,  "It's  beautiful,  and 
we've  always  had..."  but  Dad  cut 
in.  He  mumbled  something  about 
twenty-five  years  really  was  a  long 
time  to  expect  a  cookie  cutter  to  keep 
its  beauty,  and  perhaps  we  should 
get  a  lighted  angel  like  everyone 
else. 

And  then  his  voice  lowered  and  he 
said  haltingly,  "How  about  a  real 
Christmas  story,  everyone?  Ready?" 

I'll  never  forget  the  sparkling  mix- 
ture of  joy  and  sadness  in  Dad's 
eyes  as  he  settled  in  his  favorite 
armchair  where  he  could  watch  the 
fire,  with  his  family  sitting  on  the 
floor  around  him,  and  the  shining 
star-shaped  silver  cookie  cutter 
adorning  the  top  of  the  tree.  For  the 
next  fifteen  minutes  I  was  reduced 
to  a  combination  of  shivers,  goose 
bumps,  and  tears  as  Dad's  voice 
held  us  spellbound. 

"I  think  that  time  has  worn  away 
most  of  the  reticence  which  lias  kept 
this  story  locked  in  my  heart,"  he 
began,  "so  I  can  tell  it  to  you 
tonight." 


TWAS  the  night  before  Christmas 
and  throughout  the  world  four- 
teen million  Americans  were  fulfill- 
ing Jesus'  message  of  peace  on  earth. 
I  had  just  been  released  from  Chelsea 
Naval  Hospital  in  Boston  after  a 
complete  checkup  of  my  shrapnel- 
torn  left  leg. 

"  'No  permanent  damage,'  the  re- 
port stated,  'recommended  for  return 
to  corpsman  duty.' 


"In  return  for  two  weeks  at  home 
I  had  offered  to  escort  Phil,  a 
paraplegic  from  Boston  to  Chicago. 
The  statement  on  his  record  was 
not  promising.  "'Will  never  walk 
again,'  it  stated.  'Kidneys  malfunc- 
tioning and  deteriorating  rapidly. 
Prognosis  poor.' 

"A  Jap  sniper's  bullet  had  ripped 
through  his  back,  completely  sever- 
ing the  spinal  cord.  This  would  prob- 
ably be  Phil's  last  Christmas. 

"His  parents  had  visited  him  once 
during  the  months  in  Boston,  but 
the  rest  of  his  family  hadn't  seen 
him  for  nearly  three  years.  He  was 
their  Christmas  present  this  year, 
and  I  felt  proud  that  I  could  be  a  part 
of  helping  him  to  get  home  in  time. 
Home  for  Christmas  meant  the  V.A. 
Hospital  twenty  miles  from  the  In- 
diana town  where  Phil's  parents 
had  a  large  dairy  farm.  But  since 
'home  is  where  the  heart  is,'  and 
since  there  were  five  hearts  full  of 
love  waiting  in  that  hospital  room 
for  him,  I  knew  that  Phil  was  in  fact 
home  for  Christmas.  As  I  left  the 
hospital,  I  felt  ashamed  that  I  had 
wangled  the  second  week  of  leave 
for  going  out  of  my  way  on  that  trip 
to  Chicago. 

"I  boarded  a  crowded  Greyhound 
Express  that  had  four  stops  east  — 
Indianapolis,  Columbus,  Pittsburgh, 
and  New  York.  I  lived  one  hour  west 
of  Pittsburgh.  My  only  chance  to  be 
home  before  midnight  was  to  get  off 
at  the  crossroads  bus  stop  on  the 
Lincoln  Highway  near  my  town. 

"I  don't  know  who  the  corpsman 
was  who  had  helped  the  driver's 
wounded  son  out  of  the  water  off- 
shore at  Saipan,  but  I  owe  that  extra 
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It's  the  significance  of  the  star  which  counts 


stop  to  him.  The  driver  really  had  a 
soft  spot  in  his  heart  for  corpsmen. 

"It  was  9:30  when  I  stepped  off 
the  bus  at  Mitchell's  Corners  into 
one  of  the  softest  snowfalls  I  can 
ever  remember.  As  I  looked  down 
the  road  toward  Groveton,  I  could 
see  in  my  mind's  eye  the  gay  Christ- 
mas lights  which  were  hidden  by  the 
falling  snow. 

"I  had  run  home  that  last  mile  in 
ten  minutes  with  an  armful  of  books. 
The  temptation  to  do  it  again  now 
was  great.  However,  the  fragrance 
of  French  fries  and  coffee  from  the 
small  diner  reminded  me  of  my 
empty  stomach. 

"Several  travelers  were  getting 
gas  tanks  and  coffee  jugs  refilled  for 
their  last  lap  home.  The  sign  on  the 
door  stated  'We  will  close  at  10  p.m. 
on  Christmas  Eve.'  I  just  ordered  a 
cup  of  coffee  and  let  the  tingling  sen- 
sation of  the  bus  ride  drain  slowly 
from  my  body. 

"I  knew  the  voices  before  I  turned 
to  look  into  the  happy  faces  of  my 
two  best  friends.  And,  although  co- 
incidence had  become  very  common- 
place in  meetings  of  friends  and 
relatives  on  ships  and  battlefields, 
the  three  of  us  greeted  each  other  in 
near  hysterics.  Don  and  Ron  had 
met  that  afternoon  in  Pittsburgh  as 
Ron  came  in  from  New  York  and 
Don  arrived  from  D.C.  Neither  knew 
that  the  other  had  planned  to  be 
home  for  Christmas  and  here  they 
were  arriving  on  the  same  bus.  I 
told  them  that  no  one  knew  that  I 
was  coming  home  either,  so  we  de- 


cided to  walk  that  last  mile  and 
surprise  our  families  rather  than 
call  for  a  ride. 

"The  walk  seemed  much  shorter 
than  a  mile  and  the  Christmas  spirit 
seemed  to  drift  out  to  us  from  each 
house  along  the  way.  Most  of  our 
conversation  centered  around  the 
First  Christmas  and  those  when  we 
were  small  boys  growing  up  in  de- 
pression-ridden Groveton. 

"Ron  was  five;  Don  was  four;  I  was 
three  and  a-half  when  their  mother 
died  giving  birth  to  their  little  sister 
who  lived  only  one  day.  Although 
their  grandparents  gave  them  a 
good  home,  most  of  the  real  mother- 
love  they  got  came  from  my  mother. 
And  one  of  the  things  they  remem- 
bered most  was  the  star-shaped 
Christmas  cookies  Mom  always 
gave  them. 

"I  was  eight  the  year  that  toys 
were  really  hard  to  come  by  at  our 
house  and  somehow  I  played  with 
the  star-shaped  cookie  cutter  and 
smashed  two  of  the  five  points  al- 
most completely  flat.  Of  course  I 
got  a  good  scolding,  but  Mom  had 
learned  to  bend  with  the  disappoint- 
ments so  we  each  still  had  our  one 
dozen  star-shaped  cookies  —  with 
only  three  points  —  for  Christmas. 
I'll  never  forget  the  look  in  Ron's 
eyes  when  Mom  gave  the  brothers 
their  boxes  of  cookies  that  year. 

"  There  are  still  three  good  points 
on  my  cookie  cutter,'  she  said  with- 
out a  hint  of  apology,  'one  for  each 
of  my  boys.' 

"Those  cookies  were  the  only  gift 
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Ron  and  Don  received  for  Christmas 
that  year.  Maybe  that  was  the 
reason  they  both  remembered  that 
one  as  the  best  of  all. 

"Several  years  had  now  passed 
since  three-point  star-shaped  cookies 
had  been  baked  and  distributed. 
The  damaged  cutter  had  gotten  lost 
or  strayed  in  the  excitement  of  the 
war.  And  now  on  this  Christmas  Eve 
as  we  walked  through  the  softly  fall- 
ing snow  toward  home,  our  thoughts 
went  back  to  those  cookies. 

"  'I  wonder  if  your  mother  still 
remembers  the  star-shaped  cookies 
she  used  to  give  us?'  mused  Ron  as 
we  walked  past  the  big  blue  sign 
with  faded  white  letters  -  GROVE- 
TON.  T  brought  her  something  from 
London — ' 

"  T  think  that  I  can  smell  cookies 
baking  already.'  teased  Don. 

"As  we  rounded  the  corner,  we  cut 
across  the  wide  porch  of  the  General 
Store  just  as  we  had  done  hundreds 
of  times  before. 

"There's  too  many  cars  parked 
on  our  street,'  observed  Don.  'Some- 
thing is  wrong  there.' 

"Our  pace  quickened.  I  could  tell 
that  the  trouble  was  at  my  house. 
There  were  no  Christmas  lights  in 
the  windows.  The  only  decoration 
showing  was  the  slightly  faded  red- 
and- white  service  flag  with  its  three 
blue  stars.  Mom  had  put  a  small 
lamp  behind  it  two  years  ago.  She 
was  so  proud  of  that  flag. 

"Neighbors  were  coming  and  go- 
ing on  the  front  porch.  Mr.  Walker, 
who  had  just  come  out,  stuck  his 
head  back  inside  and  said  excitedly, 
'Here  he  comes  now.' 

"I  was  running  when  I  got  to  the 


gate  and  bolted  up  the  steps  and 
onto  the  porch. 

"The  oldest-of  my  six  sisters  greet- 
ed me  in  the  doorway  crying,  'How 
great  a  shock  can  you  take?' 

"It  was  then  that  I  saw  the  baskets 
of  flowers  and  the  casket.  Ron,  Don, 
and  I  went  through  the  door  and 
stood  in  shock  beside  it.  Most  of  the 
neighbors  who  were  still  there 
quietly  left. 

"Dad  came  in  from  the  dining 
room  saying  that  messages  had  been 
following  me  through  train  stations 
and  bus  terminals  for  two  days. 
'Thank  God  you're  here  now,'  he 
cried. 

"Mrs.  Seavers,  Mom's  best  friend, 
crossed  the  room  to  us  and  said,  'So 
Mary  has  her  three  boys  for  one 
more  Christmas.' 

"Ron  went  out  to  the  porch  to  his 
duffle  bag  and  returned  with  a  gaily 
wrapped  gift. 

"  T  hope  you  won't  mind  if  I  open 
this,'  he  said,  'I  want  to  leave  it  here 
with  her.' 

"It  was  then  that  I  first  saw  the 
silver  star-shaped  cookie  cutter  that 
has  always  been  on  our  Christmas 
trees. 

"One  of  the  neighbors  used  it  the 
next  day  to  cut  three  dozen  cookies. 
Each  of  us  received  our  usual  share 
just  as  in  the  years  gone  by. 

"That  Christmas  was  the  last  time 
I  saw  Ron.  He  was  lost  in  the  South 
Pacific  two  months  later.  Don  who 
was  the  best  man  at  our  wedding 
three  years  later  has  kept  moving 
around  so  I  have  seen  him  only  a  few 
times  since 

"I  claimed  the  cookie  cutter.  And 
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for  over  twenty  years  your  mother 
has  baked  three  dozen  star-shaped 
cookies  before  I  attach  the  cutter  to 
the  top  of  the  tree.  And  there  you 
have  your  story." 

DAD  left  the  room  then  and  the 
rest  of  us  sat  in  a  stunned 
silence. 

I  broke  the  spell  by  withdrawing 
my  request  for  a  new  lighted  orna- 
ment. 

Dad  appeared  with  six  cookies  on 
a  plate  and  announced  with  a  smile, 
"All  of  you  get  'five  points'  for  being 
such  good  listeners." 

A  sudden  shifting  of  the  logs  in 
the  fireplace  cast  a  fiery  beam  up  at 
the  silver  star-shaped  cookie  cutter. 
We  all  looked  up.  I  knew  in  that 
moment  the  majestic  feeling  which 
gripped  the  Three  Wise  Men  and  led 
them  toward  the  first  Christmas 
Star.  ■    ■ 


PRAYING  HANDS 

(continued  from  page  43) 

"Praying  Hands"  move  in  the  lives 
of  people,  especially  at  Christmas. 
Gifts  of  all  kinds  —  from  Bibles  to 
Yuletide  cards  bear  the  impression 
of  Dtirer's  universal  catalyst  for 
bringing  all  people  closer  to  God. 
That  was  Albrecht  Diirer's  goal  in 
life.  ■   ■ 
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Daily  Bible  Readings 

December 
DAY  BOOK  CHAPTER 

1 Proverbs 2.1-9 

2 Proverbs 8.1-11 

3 Proverbs 8.32-36 

4 Proverbs 16.1-9 

5 James 3.13-18 

Life  Dedicated  to  God 

6  Sunday  Genesis 22.1-18 

7 Genesis 35.1-15 

8 Deuteronomy 4.32-40 

9 1  Kings 18.20-39 

10 Isaiah 53.1-12 

11 Matthew 3.1-17 

12 John 12.20-36 

Life  in  Fulfillment  of  Promise 

13  Sunday  Isaiah 9.1-7 

14 Isaiah 11.1-10 

15 Isaiah 61.1-11 

16 Micah 4.1-7 

17 Micah 5.2-4 

18 Jeremiah 33.14-21 

19 Malachi.. 3.1-5 

Life  Through  the  Incarnation 

20  Sunday  John 1.1-14 

21 Luke 1.26-38 

22 Luke 1.46-55 

23 Luke 1.67-79 

24 Luke 2.1-20 

25 Matthew 1.18-25 

26 Matthew 2.1-12 

A  Life  of  Hope 

27  Sunday  Psalm 71.16-24* 

28 Psalm 43.1-5* 

29 Romans 12.9-21 

30 Romans 15.M3 

31       Revelation  (Apocalypse)  22.6-13 

*This  Psalm  is  numbered  one  less  in  some  Bibles. 
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How  Interpret  the  Bible? 


By  Raymond  M.  Veh 


WHEN  Benjamin  Franklin  lived 
in  Paris  he  was  a  member  of  a 
literary  club  of  noted  French  writers. 
When  it  came  his  turn  to  entertain, 
he  announced  that  he  had  discov- 
ered a  rare  old  manuscript  in  the 
Paris  library  and  that  he  had  en- 
gaged a  talented  reader  to  read  it 
to  the  group.  With  the  change  of 
only  a  few  proper  names,  he  had  the 
Book  of  Ruth  from  the  Old  Testa- 
ment presented.  When  the  reading 
was  finished,  the  French  literary 
men  were  wild  with  enthusiasm. 
They  congratulated  Franklin  upon 
his  "find."  They  declared  it  to  be  a 
masterpiece.  They  eagerly  asked 
where  copies  might  be  secured.  Then 
Franklin  said  to  them,  "Gentlemen, 
it's  in  the  Bible,  the  book  that  you 
have  scorned.  If  you  would  read  the 
Bible  instead  of  denouncing  it,  you 
would  know  more  about  it." 


"How  shall  I  interpret  the  Bible?" 
people  sometimes  ask  as  an  excuse 
for  not  using  it.  In  every  age  the 
church  has  been  faced  with  this 
problem.  There  is  danger  ahead  if 
we  substitute  the  study  of  "ap- 
proaches" to  the  Bible  for  the  study 
and  use  of  the  Bible  itself. 

Interpreting  the  Bible  aright 
comes  with  the  actual  effort  to  use 
it.  Of  course,  books  about  the  Bible 
will  help,  particularly  those  which 
have  to  do  with  geography  and  cus- 
toms of  Bible  lands.  Interpretations 
of  the  Bible  by  commentators  give 
light  upon  difficult  passages.  But 
nothing  can  take  the  place  of  read- 
ing the  Bible  ourselves.  No  one  of 
us  can  call  himself  educated  until 
he  knows  the  Bible.  No  one  of  us  can 
go  far  in  the  Christian  life  without 
continued  use  of  the  Bible  for  it  is 
the  Word  of  God. 


Dr.  Veh  is  a  retired  editor  for  the  Evangelical  United  Brethren  Church, 
who  now  lives  at  530  Park  Crest  Drive,  Thiensville,  Wis.  53092 
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The  Book  of  Life 

The  American  Bible  Society  a  few 
years  ago  had  as  its  annual  slogan, 
"The  Book  of  Life."  The  Bible  is  just 
that,  a  Book  of  Life.  The  Bible  came 
out  of  experience.  It  is  the  record  of 
God's  dealings  with  men.  It  was  born 
in  actual  history. 

It  is  imperative  that  we  know  the 
Bible  as  a  religious  book.  We  should 
look  into  it  not  for  scientific  state- 
ments but  for  statements  of  religion. 
That  seems  a  simple  thing  to  say, 
but  many  people  even  today  want 
to  compare  the  poetic  figures,  ser- 
monic  illustrations  and  parables  of 
the  Bible  with  high  school  or  college 
science  books.  We  need  to  look  in 
the  Bible  for  what  is  there  —  guid- 
ance in  religious  living,  illustrated 
profusely  out  of  the  individual  and 
racial  experience  of  the  men  who 
set  it  forth. 

The  Bible  tries  to  guide  us  to  a 
more  reverent  appreciation  of  God's 
ways  among  men.  It  tries  both  to  re- 
flect and  to  inspire  godlike  living. 
The  writers  had  an  extremely  broad 
outlook  upon  the  centuries  and  were 
splendid  interpreters  of  history. 
They  had  a  faith  in  their  mission  and 
destiny,  and  an  overwhelming  con- 
sciousness of  God  with  them,  that 
we  should  covet  for  ourselves  today. 
Their  God  was  a  real  God  of  history. 
He  inspired  all  life  with  purpose  and 
goals.  He  called  men  of  every  age  to 
advance  God's  purpose  and  interpret 
God's  will.  Moreover,  God  never  for- 
sook those  who  went  their  own  will- 
ful way.  Instead,  he  sought  by  love 
or  stern  but  gracious  discipline  to 
bring  them  back  into  fellowship  with 
him  —  their  heavenly  Father.  This 


was  the  destiny  God  wanted  for  all 
men. 

The  Bible,  which  stretches  over  a 
period  of  more  than  a  thousand 
years,  records  the  progressive  revel- 
ation of  God  through  the  religious 
experiences  of  the  Hebrew  people. 
They  had  a  special  spiritual  capacity 
to  come  to  a  knowledge  of  God.  The 
Bible  also  reveals  sin  and  weakness 
and  paganism.  It  pictures  not  only 
Job  but  his  tormentors.  It  presents 
not  only  the  pure  white  soul  of  Jesus 
but  also  the  attitude  of  besmirched 
hypocrites. 

When  you  hear  your  chaplain 
preach  a  sermon,  you'll  see  that 
there  are  different  parts  of  varying 
importance.  Similarly,  we  find  the 
Bible  including  some  truths  and 
lessons  which  are  very  much  nearer 
in  their  bearing  and  application  to 
life  than  other  remoter  things.  Jesus 
and  the  Father-God  he  reveals  are  at 
the  center  of  the  Bible  and  are  most 
important  and  vital.  As  a  back- 
ground, or  to  one  side,  are  many 
leaders  and  revelations  more  largely 
incidental.  They  have  their  place  but 
that  is  not  the  most  important  place 
—  that  place  God  in  Jesus  Christ  of 
the  Gospels  occupies. 

The  Bible  and  Science 

Do  the  Bible  and  science  come  into 
conflict?  In  religion  as  in  science 
there  is  a  danger  point.  A  dabble  in 
science,  a  little  truth,  is  confusing. 
If  we  will  go  all  the  way,  we  will  dis- 
cover that  all  truth  is  one,  for  truth 
cannot  contradict  itself.  The  truth 
of  religion  and  the  truth  of  science 
must  agree.  Says  Bishop  S.  P. 
Spreng,  "True  religion  is  scientific, 
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true  science  is  reverent  and  re- 
ligious, not  profane  and  skeptical." 

Because  of  scientific  investigation 
the  vastness  and  the  wonder  of  the 
universe  unfold  before  us  to  a  far 
greater  degree  than  ever  before.  Be- 
cause of  science  we  know  something 
of  the  immeasurableness,  the  great 
antiquity,  and  the  law-abiding  qual- 
ities of  an  ever-growing  universe. 
The  discoveries  of  the  scientists  only 
lead  us  into  greater  appreciation  of 
God. 

Those  who  go  the  "second  mile"  in 
scientific  investigation  ask  such 
questions  as:  How  did  the  universe 
come  to  be?  What  is  its  purpose? 
What  causes  it  to  function  in  such 
perfect  order  and  harmony?  The  uni- 
verse is  intelligible  to  mind;  must 
we  not  then  presuppose  the  existence 
of  an  intelligent  mind  or  will  be- 
hind it?  And  must  not  a  universe 
intelligible  to  mind  be  the  product  of 
mind?  Are  we  not  led  to  believe  that 
only  a  mind  working  with  an  end  in 
view  could  bring  together  such  an 
assemblage  of  diverse  materials  con- 
verging in  a  common  function? 

Among  the  world's  great  scientists 
there  are  many  perceiving  minds 
who  believe  in  a  personal  God.  They 
believe  in  God  and  find  in  religion  a 
satisfaction  which  they  refuse  to 
surrender.  Dr.  Wernher  von  Braun, 
director  of  the  George  C.  Marshall 
Space  Flight  Center,  says:  "Science 
and  religion  are  not  antagonists.  On 
the  contrary,  they  are  sisters.  While 
science  tries  to  learn  more  about  the 
creation,  religion  tries  to  better  un- 
derstand the  Creator."  Each  travels 
its  own  road,  but  at  the  end  they 
arrive  at  a  common  revelation. 

At  this  point  perhaps  we  should 


read  Job  38,  39.  Who  did  limit  the 
boundaries  of  the  sea?  Who  knows 
the  secrets  of  life  and  death?  Who 
taught  the  bird  to  fly?  Who  setteth 
the  stars  in  order  and  calleth  them 
by  name?  Back  of  it  all  there  must 
be  a  great  Mind.  And  with  a  hushed 
voice  we  whisper  God.  Is  it  not  true 
that  an  enlarged  understanding  of 
the  world  in  which  we  live  calls  for 
an  ever  greater  and  greater  concept 
of  God? 

Approach  the  Bible  Directly 

Possibly  we  should  use  the  scien- 
tific method  in  our  Bible  reading 
and  study.  That  is,  approach  it  di- 
rectly. We  observe:  What  does  it 
say?  We  interpret:  What  does  it 
mean?  What  is  the  author's  aim? 
What  is  he  trying  to  say? 

In  this,  we  must  consider  the  at- 
mosphere of  the  passage,  take  a  view 
of  the  whole  before  determining  the 
emphasis.  When  we  have  come  this 
far,  how  about  reflection?  "Books  are 
like  windows;  we  see  through  them 
to  light."  By  this  method  we  come 
into  direct  contact  with  the  Bible 
rather  than  with  books  about  the 
Bible.  Thus  we  permit  the  Word  of 
God  to  unfold  its  own  individuality 
and  message  rather  than  to  impose 
on  it  the  biased  opinions  of  others. 
Would  you  like  someone  to  form  his 
opinion  of  you  simply  by  what  others 
say?  You  would  prefer  a  personal 
meeting,  wouldn't  you?  Why  not 
carry  this  principle  out  in  Bible 
reading  and  study? 

Napoleon  was  moved  to  say,  "The 
Bible  is  not  merely  a  book  —  it  is  a 
living  power."  So  it  has  been  and  so 
it  always  will  be  —  to  those  who 
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have  learned  how  and  when  to  use 
it.  Mere  possession  of  the  Book  and 
knowledge  of  its  contents  cannot  in- 
sure its  utmost  effectiveness  person- 
ally or  socially.  Once  knowledge  is 
gained,  or  is  at  hand,  it  must  be  put 
into  use  if  results  are  to  be  had.  As 
the  old  saying  goes,  "It  is  not  how 
much  of  the  Bible  you  go  through 
that  matters,  but  how  much  of  the 
Bible  goes  through  you." 

In  conclusion,  let  us  consider  the 
words  from  2  Timothy  3:16, 17.  They 
are  a  test  not  only  of  all  the  so-called 
sacred  writings  of  all  religions, 
whether  they  be  inspired  of  God  or 
not,  but  also  of  the  various  parts  of 
our  Scriptures.  They  point  out  the 
way  we  can  make  the  Scriptures  val- 


uable in  our  own  lives.  Paul  says: 
"All  Scripture  is  inspired  by  God 
and  profitable  for  teaching,  for  re- 
proof, for  correction." 

The  Bible  remains  the  standard 
by  which  we  measure  ourselves.  As 
Christians  this  is  our  textbook,  our 
guide,  our  criteria  for  all  that  car- 
ries the  name  of  Christ.  For  us  who 
would  seek  to  live  now  as  people  of 
the  Book,  its  role  and  its  interpreta- 
tion are  crucial.  Let  us,  in  the  babel 
of  voices  crying  for  our  attention 
and  response  today,  know  that  the 
Bible  in  quiet  dignity  and  strength 
offers  more  than  the  sum  of  all  the 
sounds.  It  speaks  God's  Word  of 
truth,  and  love,  and  reconciling 
grace  for  us.  ■   ■ 


WHAT  WILL  CHRISTMAS  DO  FOR  ME? 

It  will  cause  me  to  rethink  the  story  of  the  Christ-child. 
It  will  open  my  eyes  to  the  love  of  God  for  a  dying  world. 
It  will  cause  me  to  see  the  crying  needs  of  the  people  about  me. 
It  will  compel  me  to  bring  gifts  to  the  King  as  the  wise  men  set  the  example. 
It  will  give  me  new  hope  for  the  future  so  that  my  faith  in  God  will  be  stronger. 
I  will  make  room  for  the  Christ  in  the  inn  of  my  spirit. 
I  will  plan  the  holiday  season  so  that  I  may  best  honor  the  Christ. 
It  will  make  me  spread  good  tidings  as  the  shepherds  set  the  example. 
It  will  lead  me  to  let  Him  sit  on  the  throne  of  my  heart. 

I  will  remember  that  God's  gift  comes  from  unspeakable  love,  involves  un- 
speakable sacrifice,  and  brings  unspeakable  riches. 

-Kyle  M.  Yates 

QUOTES 

True  patriotism  is  not  manifested  in  short,  frenzied  bursts  of 
emotion.  It  is  the  tranquil,  steady  dedication  of  a  lifetime.  —  Adlai 
Stevenson. 

When  a  man  forgets  himself,  he  usually  does  something  that 
everyone  else  remembers.—  Sunshine. 
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oX^evev  Forsake  Your 

^Dreams 


ON  June  5, 1969,  our  son,  a  First  Lieutenant  with  a  mobile  advisory 
team  in  Vietnam,  was  killed  in  an  ambush  while  on  patrol.  With 
characteristic  thoughtfulness  he  had  left  a  letter  to  be  delivered  to  us 
in  case  of  his  death.  We  are  sharing  it  with  others  because  we  feel  that 
it  expresses  the  undaunted  idealism  not  only  of  our  son  but  of  many, 
many  other  young  men.  The  letter  speaks  for  itself: 

Dear  Folks, 

By  the  time  you  receive  this  I  know  that  you  will  have  heard  the 
sad  news.  And  it  is  sad,  but  only  because  everyone  will  misunder- 
stand it.  So  I  have  written  to  try  to  clear  things  up.  You  see,  I  don't 
want  anyone  to  think  I  would  be  silly  enough  to  die  for  nothing.  I 
always  was  one  for  getting  in  the  last  word,  and  that's  what  I  plan 
to  do  now. 

I'm  not  asking  you  to  rationalize  that  Vietnam  was  a  good  cause 
for  this  reason  or  that  reason.  I'm  asking  something  harder  than  that. 
I'm  asking  that  you  take  my  word  that  I  did  nothing  in  vain,  because 
no  one  knows  more  about  that  than  I  do.  Don't  ever  ask,  "Why  me?" 
because  I'll  tell  you  why  right  now.  To  get  from  point  to  point,  all  a 
man  has  to  do  is  to  take  one  step  at  a  time,  but  if  he  never  takes  the 
first  step  he'll  never  get  there.  To  preserve  freedom  it  takes  a  group 
effort.  Groups  are  made  of  individuals  who  take  that  first  step.  As  long 
as  there  are  enough  people  who  care  enough  about  freedom  to  have 
the  courage  to  take  that  first  step  to  fight  for  freedom,  freedom  will 
never  be  lost. 

Yes,  there  are  some  disappointments.  There  are  many  things  I 
wanted  to  do,  and  it's  too  bad  I  can't  do  them.  I  hate  that,  in  a  way,  but 
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This  letter  was  sent  to  a  mother  whose  son  died  in 

Vietnam. 

The  mother  prefers  to  remain  anonymous. 


I  have  the  consolation  of  knowing  that  I  did  what  I  thought  was  right 
and  I  did  it  all  the  way.  I  didn't  hold  back.  I  stood  up  to  be  counted, 
and  for  as  long  as  I  fought,  I  fought  well.  That's  all  anyone  can  do. 

Very  few  people  appreciate  or  are  even  aware  of  what  a  soldier 
is  or  does.  That's  O.K.  I  never  wanted  glamor;  I  just  wanted  to  be  a 
good  soldier.  As  a  soldier,  I  could  walk  down  any  street  and  hold  my 
head  high  and  know  that  I  was  at  least  equal  to  and  probably  better 
than  any  man  I  saw,  because  I  backed  up  my  thoughts  and  words  by 
doing  something  about  them.  I  was  doing  my  part.  Paying  my  own 
way.  Sort  of  like  paying  the  mortgage  on  a  house.  To  stay  free  you  just 
have  to  fight  once  in  a  while,  because  someone  always  wants  to  take 
away  whatever  you've  got.  I  don't  mind  it,  and  I'm  proud  to  have  done 
the  things  I  have. 

It  doesn't  matter  now  what  the  outcome  of  Vietnam  will  be  (as 
far  as  my  efforts  are  concerned)  because  I  fought  in  good  faith  and 
felt  that  I  was  working  for  an  ideal.  And  although  the  physical  effects 
of  my  work  may  be  destroyed,  something  will  remain.  No  one  can 
erase  my  efforts.  If  only  one  person  benefits  from  my  action,  I  will 
have  been  a  success.  I  didn't  mind  the  hardships  —  I  asked  for  them. 
And,  as  far  as  dying  is  concerned,  I  prefer  to  die  doing  what  I  know  to 
be  my  duty  than  to  grow  old  despising  myself  because  I  lacked  the 
courage  to  answer  the  call.  I  think  that  the  way  to  measure  a  man  is 
by  the  total  weight  of  his  lifelong  good  intentions  and  efforts  against 
that  of  his  bad  ones.  If  good  comes  out  on  top,  then  somewhere  along 
the  line  that  man  was  a  success.  I'm  sure  I  can  pass  that  test  —  I 
want  nothing  else,  except  the  last  word. 

You  see,  when  I  used  to  tell  civilian  friends  that  I  was  a  soldier 
they  always  assumed  that  I  was  a  draftee.  When  I  corrected  their 
misconceptions,  they  always  assumed  that  I  was  stupid.  But  I  have 
the  last  word  now,  and  I  shall  correct  them  once  and  for  all.  Joining 
the  Army  to  fight  in  Vietnam  (that's  why  I  joined,  and  from  the  start 
I  knew  I'd  go  there  —  I  volunteered  for  it)  was  the  smartest  thing  I 
ever  did.  It  emancipated  me  from  a  dream  world  and  put  me  into 
action.  That  one  action  made  me  a  man  (like  baptism  of  desire).  I 
decided  to  back  up  my  lifelong  ideals.  After  I  got  in  the  Army,  I 
learned  things  that  made  me  a  better  man,  but  April  17,  1967,  was 
the  day  I  became  one. 
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And  so  it  is,  in  my  final  analysis,  that  I  was  right,  and  they  were 
wrong.  I  die  a  free  man,  a  strong  man,  a  proud  man.  That's  all  there 
ever  was  to  be.  I  fought  for  these  things,  never  for  a  foolish  idea  such 
as  "eternal  peace."  So  I  won  all  the  marbles.  I'm  a  winner.  The  ones 
who  were  afraid,  or  greedy,  or  too  stupid  to  see  the  truth  are  the 
losers  —  even  if  they  are  still  "alive."  I  lived  more  in  21  years  than 
they'll  live  in  100.  I  was  happier,  stronger,  smarter,  richer,  and  more 
satisfied  with  life,  because  I  knew  what  life  was  and  what  it  wasn't. 
And  I  knew  what  life  was  for  —  so  I  lived  it  to  the  fullest  in  my  own 
way.  Because  that's  the  only  way. 

The  whole  point  is  that  I  am  not  one  bit  sorry  for  anything.  Don't 
you  be  either.  I'm  happy  because  I  have  everything  I  ever  wanted.  I 
just  thought  things  would  be  better  if  you  knew  this.  And  I  wanted  to 
tell  you  that  of  everything  I  ever  had,  I  am  proudest  of  my  family.  I 
love  each  one  of  you  very  much,  and  I  think  you  are  the  most  wonder- 
ful people  in  the  world.  I  know  that  each  of  you  will  always  live  life 
as  you  see  it,  and  never  forsake  your  dreams. 

Your  Son 

HONOR  AMERICA  DAY- JULY  4,  1970 
"...this  great  anniversary  festival  ought  to  be  commemorated  as  the 
day  of  deliverance  by  solemn  acts  of  devotion  to  God  Almighty..."  said 
John  Adams  on  the  day  of  the  Declaration  of  Independence.  Shown  be- 
low are  some  of  the  participants  and  part  of  the  thousands  celebrating 
the  194th  anniversary  at  the  Lincoln  Memorial.  Dr.  E.  V.  Hill  was 
master  of  ceremonies;  Dr.  Billy  Graham  gave  the  main  address  while 
Rabbi  Marc  H.  Tanenbaum  and  Dr.  E.  L.  Harrison  read  scripture.  A 
prayer  was  offered  by  Colonel  Frank  Borman.  Pat  Boone  sang  the  Na- 
tional Anthem  and  Kate  Smith  sang  the  song  she  made  famous:  "God 
Bless  America."  Music  was  provided  by  the  United  States  Army  Band 
and  the  Southern  Baptist  Centurymen.  Bishop  Fulton  J.  Sheen  pro- 
nounced the  benediction.  Honorary  Chairmen  were  former  Presidents 
Harry  S.  Truman  and  Lyndon  B.  Johnson,  and  Mrs.  Dwight  D. 
Eisenhower. 


One  of  Ojum 


WE  are  proud  to  present  one  of 
our  new  writers,  Dr.  G.  Curtis 
Jones,  minister  of  the  Woodland 
Christian  Church,  Macon,  Georgia. 
"Conditions  of  Christmas"  which  ap- 
pears in  this  issue  of  THE  LINK  (pp. 
14-18)  is  the  third  article  Dr.  Jones 
has  written  for  us  (previously, 
"Paper  Doll  People"  and  "Living 
Letters."). 

We  have  invited  Dr.  Jones  to  do 
our  major  series  of  12  articles  for 
1971  entitled:  "Facing  Major  Issues." 
In  this  series  he  will  deal  with  smok- 
ing, pollution,  peace,  alcoholism, 
drugs,  communism,  and  the  like. 

Dr.  Jones  is  a  prolific  writer.  His 
articles  have  appeared  in  The  Chris- 
tian, The  Bethany  Church  School 
Guide,  The  Pulpit,  The  Chaplain, 
Church  Management,  The  Catalyst, 
Pulpit  Digest,  World  Call,  and  others. 

Some  of  the  fifteen  books  that  Dr. 
Jones  has  authored  are:  On  Being 
Your  Best,  Which  Way  Is  Progress? 
What  Are  You  Doing?  Youth  De- 
serves to  Know,  Parents  Deserve  to 
Know,  Patterns  of  Prayer,  The  Church 


Parking  Lot,  A  Man  and  His  Re- 
ligion, Strongly  Tempted,  and/  Saw 
the  Lord. 

Dr.  Jones  flew  around  the  world  in 
1952.  He  and  Mrs.  Jones  toured 
Europe  in  1960.  In  the  summer  of 
1961  Dr.  Jones  traveled  36,000 
miles,  visiting  17  countries. 

Dr.  Jones  was  married  in  1935  to 
Sybil  Nettleton.  He  and  his  wife 
have  five  sons,  two  sets  of  twins. 

Dr.  Jones  has  lectured  extensively 
and  spoken  on  a  number  of  college 
and  university  campuses,  including 
Lynchburg,  Drake,  Oklahoma  State, 
Hiram,  Vanderbilt,  Yale,  and  Texas 
Christian  University.  He  has  also 
spoken  at  a  number  of  military  in- 
stallations as  far  away  as  Tripoli. 

We  are  sure  you'll  enjoy  and  be 
helped  by  the  articles  from  Dr.  Jones. 
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Lift  Up  Your  Heart 


Here  lies  the  mind  of  John  Doe  who  at  age  30  stopped  thinking. 

If  you  were  on  trial  for  being  a  Christian,  would  there  be  enough 
evidence  to  convict  you? —Anglican  Digest. 

If  I  did  not  believe  that  God  was  up  to  something  in  the  world  I 
would  be  sorely  tempted  to  throw  in  the  towel  and  camp  at  the  wailing 
wall.  —  Ernest  T.  Campbell  in  Cumberland  Presbyterian. 

Give  a  calendar  to  a  man  who  has  everything ...  it  will  remind 
him  when  the  payments  are  due.  —Have  a  Good  Day. 

When  he's  lost  in  big  words, 

The  impression  grows 

That  he's  trying  to  tell  you 

More  than  he  knows. 

Definition  of  a  raisin:  a  worried  grape. 

Nothing  annoys  an  enemy  so  much  as  having  his  painful  remark 
quickly  forgotten.  —  James  E.  Harrison  in  The  Christian. 

A  gossip  is  one  who  can  give  all  the  details  without  knowing  any 
of  the  facts.  —  Franklin  P.  Jones  in  Quote. 

You  can  always  tell  when  a  man  is  well  informed.  His  views  are 
pretty  much  like  your  own!—  Have  a  Good  Day. 

The  deepest  principle  in  human  nature  is  the  craving  to  be 
appreciated.  —  William  James. 

For  good  or  ill,  your  conversation  is  your  advertisement.  Every 
time  you  open  your  mouth  you  let  men  look  into  your  mind.  —  Bruce 
Barton. 
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The  Sound  of  Glad  Tidings 


Good  News  by  Cliff  Richard.  Word  Records,  Box  1790,  Waco,  Texas. 
76703. 

Arranged  and  conducted  by  Benard  Ebbinghouse,  Mike  Leander, 
and  Norrie  Paramor.  In  a  clear,  resonant  voice,  Cliff  Richard  sings 
with  sincerity  and  conviction  such  songs  as  "Good  News";  "It  Is  No 
Secret";  "What  a  Friend  We  Have  in  Jesus";  "When  I  Survey  the 
Wondrous  Cross";  etc. 

In  June  1966  this  young  man  faced  a  crowd  of  27,000  in  London, 
during  the  Billy  Graham's  London  Crusade  and  said:  "I  am  a  Chris- 
tian." He  testifies  that  now  he  has  "a  new  outlook,  a  new  interest, 
and  a  new  priority"  in  Christian  concerns.  In  addition  to  singing,  Cliff 
stars  in  some  of  the  Billy  Graham  motion  pictures. 

Searching  Questions  by  Richard  Roberts.  Light  Records,  Waco, 
Texas. 

It  is  said  that  Richard  Roberts  combines  "now"  craftsmanship 
(talent)  and  spiritual  empathy  (ministry).  His  singing  is  of  a  high 
quality  but  he  never  loses  his  concern  for  people.  His  song  is  a  prayer: 
"Teach  me  how  to  care..."  Roberts  is  dedicated  to  one  purpose:  to 
reach  his  generation  with  the  gospel  of  love.  His  renditions  of  "Tis  So 
Sweet  to  Trust  in  Jesus";  "The  Illusive  Dream";  "We  Are  More  Than 
Conquerors"  and  others  of  this  album  of  12  records  are  beautiful! 

Gospel  Time  —  Happy  Times.  By  the  Gospel  Music  Association. 
Canaan  Records,  Waco,  Texas. 

The  Gospel  Music  Association  (GPA),  located  in  Nashville,  Tenn. 
brings  musical  groups  to  Nashville  to  record  gospel  hymns.  This  is 
the  third  volume  produced  by  them  (16  records,  8  on  each  side).  Il- 
lustrations of  high  quality  group  singing  are:  "I  Must  Tell  Jesus"  by 
the  Stamps  Quartet;  "That's  Gospel,  Brother"  by  the  Statesmen  Quar- 
tet; "I  Feel  Like  Travelin'  On"  by  the  Lefevres;  and  "I  Know  Who 
Holds  Tomorrow"  by  the  Dixie  Echoes. 
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CAMP  ZAMA,  JAPAN.  -  SFC 
Robert  F.  Martinez  is  presented  the 
Chapel  Program  Certificate  of  Ap- 
preciation for  unselfish  devotion  in 
working  for  the  Catholic,  Protes- 
tant, and  Jewish  faiths.  L-R:  Ch 
(LTC)  Seymour  Moskowitz,  Jewish 
Ch;  Sgt  Martinez;  Ch  (COL)  Arthur 
J.  Estes. 


News 

in 

Pictures 


J.  Peter  Grace,  president  of  W.  R. 
Grace  &  Co.,  has  been  serving  as 
National  Chairman  for  the  30th  An- 
nual National  Bible  Week,  cele- 
brated during  Thanksgiving  Week. 
This  week  is  sponsored  jointly  by 
the  Laymen's  National  Bible  Com- 
mittee; the  American  Bible  Society; 
and  the  Catholic  Biblical  Associa- 
tion. Mr.  Grace  said:  "The  perplex- 
ing problems  our  young  people  face 
in  today's  society  make  clear  that 
National  Bible  Week  is  urgently  im- 
portant in  utilizing  the  mass  media, 
and  the  united  effort  of  many 
organizations,  to  stimulate  Bible 
study  by  the  young  and  motivate  all 
of  us  to  live  up  to  the  biblical  prin- 
ciples which  are  the  sure  foundation 
of  our  society." 


*  :; 


TOP  RIGHT:  Hq.  3rd  U.S.  Army,  Ft.  McPherson,  Ga.-BG  S.  L.  Reid 
(left),  3rd  U.S.  Army  Chief  of  Staff,  was  awarded  a  "Dignitary  Gideon 
Bible"  for  support  of  religious  life  at  Ft.  McPherson.  COL.  D.  D.  Dick- 
son, USA  (Ret)  made  the  presentation. 


TOP  LEFT:  Tan  Son  Nhut  AB,  RVN  (7  AF):  The  base  chapel  here 
started  a  program  of  one-day  religious  conferences  for  military  person- 
nel. Len  Morgan  Geft),  director  of  the  Nha  Trang  Servicemen's  Center, 
talks  with  Ch  (CPT)  Carl  Horton  at  the  conference.  Len  Morgan  was 
guest  speaker. 

BOTTOM:  Chaplain  (CPT)  Bob  M.  Brown  holds  a  field  communion 
service  for  troops,  during  a  religious  retreat  which  had  an  attendance 
of  over  5,000  men  spread  across  four  brigades. 
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Dec.  1-7.  Civil  Air  Patrol  Week.  To  focus  attention  on  the  29th  anniversary 
of  CAP. 

Dec.  2.  Pan-American  Health  Day.  Also  World  Community  Day.  To  drama- 
tize the  new  realities  of  a  shrunken  world  of  interdependent  nations  and 
focus  attention  on  the  indivisibility  of  human  well-being. 

Dec.  5.  Martin  Van  Buren's  birthday.  8th  President  of  the  U.S.  Born  this 
day  in  1782. 

Dec.  6.  St.  Nicholas  Day.  Belgium  and  other  European  nations.  Children 
receive  gifts. 

Dec.  7.     Pearl  Harbor  Day.  Anniversary  of  bombing  by  Japan  in  1941. 

Dec.  8.     Feast  of  the  Immaculate  Conception. 

Dec.  10.  Human  Rights  Day  and  10-17  Human  Rights  Week.  Also  day  of 
conferring  the  Nobel  Peace  Prize. 

Dec.  15.     Bill  of  Rights  Day.  Bill  of  Rights  ratified  this  day  in  1791. 

Dec.  16.     Beethoven's  birthday.  Born  200  years  ago. 

Dec.  17.  Kitty  Hawk  Day  and  Wright  Brothers  Day.  To  pay  tribute  to  the 
invention  of  the  airplane. 

Dec.  22.     1:36  A.M.  E.S.T.  WINTER  begins. 

Dec.  23.  Chanukah.  Jewish  holy  day.  Hebrew  date:  Kislev  25,  5731.  Com- 
memorates freeing  of  the  Temple  from  Syrian  invaders. 

Dec.  25.     THE  DAY . . .  Christmas.  Honoring  the  birth  of  Jesus  Christ. 

Dec.  26.     Second  Christmas.  Marks  beginning  of  two  weeks  long  celebration. 

Dec.  28.  Woodrow  Wilson's  birthday.  Born  this  day  in  1856.  He  was  28th 
President  of  the  U.S. 

Dec.  29.  Andrew  Johnson's  birthday.  17th  President  of  the  U.S.  Born  this 
day  in  1856. 

Dec.  31.  Respect  Elders  Day.  To  recognize  that  Youth  (New  Year)  becomes 
Age  (Old  Man  Time)  and  deserves  respect,  consideration,  opportunity, 
and  support. 

Dec.  31.     New  Year's  Eve.  The  passing  of  the  old  year,  1970,  at  Midnight. 


A  Devotional  Book 


God  in  My  Family  by  Dorothy  C.  Haskin.  Warner  Press,  1200  E.  Fifth  St., 
Anderson,  Ind.  46012.  1970.  $2.50. 

These  brief  devotions  are  designed  for  the  whole  family  and  the  author 
urges  that  all  members  take  part.  In  addition  to  suggested  Bible  verses,  there 
are  suggested  hymns  and  procedures.  There  are  thirty  devotionals  with  a  wide 
range  of  subjects. 
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THROUGHOUT  this  issue  of  THE  LINK,  you  will  find  four  articles 
prepared  not  only  for  individual  reading,  but  also  for  group  dis- 
cussion and  for  lay  leaders'  helps. 

1.  Conditions  of  Christmas  (page  14) 
Biblical  Material:  Matthew  1:18-24 

What  does  our  author  mean  when  he  says  there  are  several 
Christmases?  Which  means  the  most  to  you?  How  can  one  make 
something  significant  of  Christmas  away  from  home?  How  does 
Christmas  give  us  "the  right  to  hope"? 

2.  Modern  Art  and  the  Military  Chapel  (page  29) 
Biblical  Material:  Psalm  29:1-11 

How  does  art  aid  in  worship?  What  uses  of  modern  art  would  you 
suggest  for  worship?  What  dangers  are  there  in  the  use  of  contempo- 
rary forms?  How  do  you  square  aesthetics  with  the  worship  of  God  in 
spirit  and  in  truth  (John  4:24)?  Cite  examples  of  the  use  of  beauty  in 
worship:  in  nature,  at  home,  in  the  chapel? 

3.  The  King  Was  Born  (page  32) 
Biblical  Material:  Luke  2:1-20 

Why  did  God  send  Jesus  into  the  world?  What  do  we  learn  from 
the  Magi  who  honored  Jesus  at  his  birth?  What  do  we  learn  from  the 
shepherds?  Discuss  the  fourfold  way  the  boy  Jesus  grew  (Luke  2:52). 

4.  How  Interpret  the  Bible?  (page  50) 
Biblical  Material:  2  Timothy  3:16,  17 

Why  did  God  give  us  the  Bible?  What  are  some  of  the  things 
which  must  be  known  before  a  Bible  passage  can  be  correctly  under- 
stood? Why  do  you  suppose  the  Bible  has  survived  efforts  to  suppress 
it,  good  and  bad  translations,  indifference?  How  can  the  Bible  mean 
more  to  me?  How  can  I  find  time  to  read  and  study  the  Bible  more? 

CHANGED  VIEWPOINT.  When  I  was  young  I  wanted  to  save  the  world. 
Now  I'd  be  glad  to  save  part  of  my  salary.  —  Gene  Yasenak. 
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What  About  Horoscopes?  by  Joseph  Bayly.  David  C.  Cook  Publishing 
Co.,  Elgin,  111.  60120.  1970.  95  cents. 

Here  is  a  common  sense  review  of  the  current  craze  for  the  occult.  The 
major  manifestations  —  witches,  mediums,  E.S.P.,  Jeanne  Dixon  and  many 
others  —  are  examined  and  commented  on  against  a  background  of  biblical 
wisdom  and  historical  perspective. 

This  is  a  book  to  buy  by  the  dozen  to  give  friends  and  neighbors. 

Freedom  Is. .  .by  Morrie  Turner.  Judson  Press,  Valley  Forge,  Pa.  19481. 

Morrie  Turner  and  his  "Wee  Pals"  discover  some  of  the  meanings  and 
responsibilities  of  freedom.  E.g.:  Freedom  is:  "the  absence  of  cruel  and  unusual 
punishment";  "the  right  to  petition";  "the  right  to  protest";  "the  right  to  speak 
out  on  any  subject";  "worship  where  you  want  to";  etc. 

The  Israel  —  Arab  Reader.  Edited  by  Walter  Laquer.  Bantam  Books,  Inc. 
666  Fifth  Ave.,  New  York,  N.Y.  10019.  1970.  $1.65. 

This  is  the  second  edition  of  a  documentary  history  of  the  Middle  East 
Conflict.  It  tells  the  struggle  of  two  diametrically  opposed  peoples  for  one 
territory.  Here  are  their  points  of  view,  presented  in  the  words  of  their  own 
heads  of  state,  in  official  documents,  unofficial  letters  and  the  articles  of 
experts  in  the  field. 

Religion  in  Communist  China  by  Richard  C.  Bush,  Jr.,  Abingdon  Press, 
Nashville,  Tenn.  37202,  1970.  $9.50. 

Although  the  author  has  never  been  to  China,  he  has  by  research  and 
interviews  gained  an  accurate  view  of  the  state  of  religion  in  China.  He  admits, 
"There  are  many  gaps  in  my  information,"  and  longs  for  the  day  to  come  when 
researchers  will  be  free  to  examine  firsthand  what  religious  activities  are 
going  on  in  China. 

The  Constitution  of  the  People's  Republic  of  China  states:  "Citizens ...  of 
China  enjoy  freedom  of  religious  belief."  The  Communists  claim  there  is  no 
religious  persecution  but  they  do  seek  to  liberate  people  from  "feudal,  im- 
perialistic, unpatriotic  and  reactionary  forces..." 

What  the  Chinese  policy  toward  religion  has  meant  to  Christianity,  to 
Buddhism,  to  Islam,  and  to  the  indigenous  religious  traditions  of  China  are 
set  forth  with  great  enlightenment  in  this  big  book. 
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Sincere  Thanks 

I  bring  you  glad  tidings  in  the  love  of  our  Lord  Jesus  Christ.  Please  accept  my 
sincere  thanks  for  such  an  excellent  spiritual  magazine  as  THE  LINK! 

As  a  teen-ager  I  first  became  interested  in  reading  THE  LINK  in  our  PYOC 
meetings  in  the  post  chapel.  I  enjoy  the  studies  of  the  life  of  Jesus  and  the  apostles. 

We  servicemen  here  in  Vietnam  appreciate  your  fine  magazine  and  hope  you 
continue  the  good  work  in  spreading  the  Good  News. 

-Charles  E.  Van  Zant,  Jr.,  SGT,  USAF,  19  Tac  Air  Spt.  Sqdn.  (FAC)  APO  San 
Francisco  96227 

Words  of  Praise 

We  have  been  forwarding  a  copy  of  THE  LINK  magazine  to  our  men  in  service 
for  some  time  now.  However,  we  now  find  that  to  meet  our  requirements  we  will  need 
twelve  copies  each  month  rather  than  the  nine  we  have  been  receiving. 

Would  it  be  possible  for  us  to  receive  these  three  extra  copies  in  order  that  each 
of  our  boys  might  receive  a  copy.  We  do  feel  that  this  is  a  very  fine  magazine  for 
them  to  receive,  and  have  had  many  words  of  praise  for  same. 

—  Mrs.  Raymond  Wm.  Harrell,  Sr.,  Church  Secretary,  The  Kenmore  Baptist 
Church,  Delaware  &  Wardman  Roads,  Kenmore,  N.Y.  14217 

Came  Across  THE  LINK 

Enclosed  you  will  find  $3.00  for  a  one-year  subscription  to  THE  LINK.  By 
chance  I  came  across  your  magazine.  I'm  a  Sunday  school  teacher  and  I've  already 
found  material  that  will  help  me.  It's  such  good,  clean  reading.  Start  it  as  soon  as 
possible. 

-Mrs.  Myrtle  Jackson,  Route  #2,  Box  274-A,  Rougemont,  N.C.  27572 

Thank  You,  America 

My  name  is  Harry  Robinson  and  I  was  reading  the  July  issue  of  THE  LINK  and 
came  across  Patricia  Young's  letter,  "Thank  You,  America!"  I've  written  Patricia 
to  express  my  thanks  for  what  she  wrote.  We  live  on  missile  sites  50  percent  of  the 
year  and  the  only  real  news  we  get  is  from  TV.  We  are  lonely  out  here  and  we  seem 
to  lose  all  perspective.  What  I'm  trying  to  say  is  that  even  though  Patricia  wasn't 
thinking  of  me  personally,  I  consider  it  the  best  thing  that  can  be  said  to  me  as  an 
American  and  it  helps  to  restore  my  faith  in  why  I'm  here.  Thank  God  there  is  an 
America  and  that  it  is  still  worth  fighting  for. 

-Harry  E.  Robinson,  508  E.  19th  St.,  Cheyenne,  Wyoming.  82001. 

SO  IT  GOES.  Just  about  the  time  a  woman  thinks  her  work  is  done,  she 
becomes  a  grandmother.  —  Gene  Yasenak. 
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Why  do  cows  wear  bells  around 
their  necks? 

I  don't  know.  Why? 

Because  their  horns  won't  work.  — 
Youth  in  Action. 


An  economist  waxed  eloquent  for 
an  hour  on  the  intricacies  of  our 
economic  system.  When  he  had 
finally  concluded,  the  chairman  of 
the  meeting  stood  up  and  said, 
"Ladies  and  gentlemen,  it  all  boils 
down  to  this:  if  your  outgo  exceeds 
your  income,  then  your  upkeep  will 
be  your  downfall."  —  Dynamic 
Maturity. 

Church  bulletin:  "There  will  be  a 
church  picnic  Thursday  afternoon.  If 
it  rains  in  the  afternoon,  the  picnic 
will  be  held  in  the  morning."— A r- 
kansas  Baptist. 

Girl  Graduate:  "Four  years  of  col- 
lege! And  whom  has  it  got  me?"  — 
American  Opinion. 

"Well,  I  must  go  home  and  explain 
things  to  my  wife,"  the  fellow  said, 
looking  at  his  watch. 

"What  things?"  inquired  his  bach- 
elor friend. 

"How  do  I  know?"  shrugged  the 
married  guy .— Armstrong  Trap 
Magazine. 

A  wife  went  to  the  Bureau  of  Miss- 
ing Persons  to  report  the  mysterious 
disappearance  of  her  husband. 

"He's  short  and  thin,"  she  told  the 
desk  sergeant,  "and  bald  and  has  no 
teeth  —  as  a  matter  of  fact,  most  of 
him  was  missing  before  he  was."  — 
Sunshine. 


Judy:  "How  do  you  like  that  dirty 
look  she  gave  you?" 

Jim:  "Who  gave  me?" 

Judy:  "Mother  Nature."  —  Youth 
in  Action. 


Husband:  "Isn't  it  queer  how  the 
biggest  idiots  marry  the  prettiest 
women?" 

Wife:  "Now  you're  trying  to  flatter 
me."  —  The  Scandal  Sheet. 
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^/A^  oLittiedt   L^hridtmas 

by 
Ralph  W.  Seager 

HP  here  must  have  been  beetles  and  bugs  and  bees 

Watching  the  Light  come  into  the  stable, 
For  Christmas  came  to  all  degrees, 
And  even  the  littlest  life  was  able 
To  sing,  to  fiddle,  to  be  a  drummer, 
Now  that  Winter  was  touched  with  Summer. 

The  moth,  that  butterfly  of  the  night, 
Was  the  first  to  turn  to  the  manger-glow; 
"Out  of  darkness  into  light," 
This  is  the  law  that  moths  would  know, 
And  life  came  in  on  the  breath  of  wings 
Ahead  of  angels,  and  shepherds,  and  kings. 

The  cricket,  touching  his  one-string  lute, 

Was  the  first  to  finger  a  hymn  of  praise, 

While  the  ant  and  beetle  were  bowed  and  mute 

Before  the  Baby's  winsome  gaze. 

And  the  firefly,  circling  above  the  bed, 

Lit  the  first  halo  around  His  head. 

—  From  Cup,  Flagon,  and  Fountain 
Wake-Brook  House.  Used  with  permission. 


Of  all  Diirer's  paintings,  etching 
woodcuts,  "Praying  Hands"  emergi 
as  the  most  popular.  It  was  created 
1508.  The  world  in  1971  celebrat 
Diirer's  birth  500  years  ago.  Read  t 
story  about  him  on  page  37. 
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